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MEMENTO 


FADE IN to a polaroid photograph, clasped between finger and thumb: a crude, crime scene flash 
picture of a man’s body lying on a decaying wooden floor, a bloody mess where the head should 
be. 


The image in the photo starts to fade away as we SUPER TITLES. The hand holding the photo 
suddenly fans it in a rapid flapping motion, then holds it still again. The image fades more, and 
again the picture is fanned for a second. 


As the titles finish the image has faded to nothing. The hand holding the photo flaps it again, then 
places it at the front of a polaroid camera. 


The camera sucks the blank picture up, then the flash bursts. 

A pause, then the polaroid camera is lowered to reveal the sweaty, heavy-breathing face of 
LEONARD (mid-30’s). There are droplets of blood across his face. Leonard stares with satisfaction 
at something on the ground in front of him. Wider shows us that there is wet blood on his blue shirt 


and beige suit. His hand opens and catches a pistol which leaps up into his grasp. 


Still staring, he crouches down and pulls a body off the floor by the wet hair of its bloody head. He 
slowly inserts the barrel of the gun into the bloody mess where the mouth should be. 


Leonard flinches, then, with a roar, wet red leaps off his face and suit as the head reassembles itself 
with a spasm and we: 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Close on Leonard as his eyes open from sleep. 


LEONARDV(V.O.) 
Awake. 
He rolls his eyes to one side. 
LEONARDV(V.O.) 
Where? 
CUT TO: 


INT., DAY: DERELICT HOUSE, COLOR SEQUENCE 
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Leonard, in beige suit and blue shirt, stands in a dimly-lit, decaying former hallway, his back to 
` the bright front doorway through which we can see a MUSTACHIOED MAN (40's) slowly 
approaching. Leonard pulls a stack of polaroid photographs out of his pocket and leafs through 
them. 


Leonard finds a photo showing the Mustachioed Man with a shit-eating grin standing in front of 
a pickup truck. Underneath the photo, on the broad white strip, is handwritten: 


TEDDY GAMBOL 
TEL. 342 0934 


Leonard flips the photo over. On the white strip on the back, in the same small handwriting: 
DON’T LISTEN TO HIS LIES 
HE IS THE ONE 
KILL HIM 


Leonard stuffs the polaroids back into his pocket, reaches around to the back of his waistband and 
draws out a handgun, keeping it out of TEDDY’S line of sight. 


Teddy enters, looking warily at Leonard’s back. 


TEDDY 
So? 


Leonard neither replies nor turns around. 
Teddy looks worried, but affects a casual air as he shrugs dismissively, 


TEDDY 
Fuck this.. 


Teddy turns and heads for the door, but before he makes it Leonard is on him, pistol-whipping him | 
furiously as he shouts: 


LEONARD 
YOU FUCKING PAY FOR WHAT YOU DID! YOU FUCKING DIE! BEG 
FORGIVENESS, THEN YOU FUCKING DIE! a; 


Teddy is down, protesting feebly as Leonard drags him back, deeper into the dark house. Leonard 
is in a frenzy, crying as he rages. He dumps Teddy at the end of the hall and stands over him. 


Teddy spits blood and looks up at Leonard. 





TEDDY 
= You don’t have a fucking clue, you freak. 


Leonard crouches down and grabs Teddy by the lapels. 


LEONARD 
Beg my forgiveness! Beg my wife’s forgiveness before I blow your fucking brains 
out! 
TEDDY 


Leonard, you don’t have a clue what’s going on. You don’t even know my name. 
Leonard smiles triumphantly 


LEONARD 
Teddy fucking Gambol! 


Teddy spits more blood. 


TEDDY 
You read it off your fucking photo. You don’t know me, you don’t even know who you are. 


LEONARD 
I’m Leonard Shelby, I’m from San Francisco and I’m- 


A bloody grin spreads across Teddy’s face. 


TEDDY 
That’s who you were, you don’t know who you are. Lemme show you who you are. 


Sy Atom 3 LEONARD 
Shut the fuck up! 
TEDDY 


Lemme take you down in the basement and show you what you are. 


Teddy gestures towards the door at the end of the hall. He is in pain, but enjoying Leonard’s 
growing anxiety. 


Leonard glances fearfully at the door, then looks at Teddy, drawing on fresh reserves of hatred. He 
thrusts the barrel of his gun into Teddy’s mouth and we are at the shot from the end of the opening 
sequence. 
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Teddy tries to talk around the metal, but gags just as Leonard pulls the trigger. A shot rings out as 
we l 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Leonard lies on a queen-size bed, staring blankly, dressed in scruffy jeans and a long-sleeved shirt. 


He rolls his eyes to one side. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
Where? 
He lifts his head. 
LEONARD (V.O.) 
Motel. 


Rising from the bed he surveys the room as if for the first time. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
How did I get here? 


He opens drawers in the room. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
Anonymous motel room. No answers. Nothing in the drawers, but you look anyway. 


He reaches for the bedside table drawer. 


ee LEONARD (V.O.) 
Nothing except the Gideon Bible. 


He opens the drawer to find a Gideon Bible. 

CUT TO: 

INT. DAY: VALUE INN, ROOM 304, COLOR SEQUENCE 

Leonard, in beige suit and blue shirt, has a polaroid photo between his wak as he holds up his 
handgun and checks that it is loaded. He sticks the gun in the back of his waistband, the photo in 


his jacket pocket, slings his polaroid camera over his shoulder and moves to the door. 


EXT., DAY: VALUE INN 





Leonard leaves room 304, checks the lock, walks down to the motel office. 
INT., DAY: VALUE INN OFFICE 


A bell chimes as Leonard enters. Teddy looks up from the free coffee and breaks into his shit- 
eating grin. 


TEDDY 
Lenny! 


Leonard nods in apparent recognition, wary. 


LEONARD 
It’s Leonard... like I told you before. 


Teddy pretends to think hard. 
TEDDY 
Did you? I musta forgot. 
Teddy grins. Leonard gives a half-smile. 
LEONARD 


I guess I’ve told you about my condition. 


TEDDY 
Only every time I see ya! 


The two men walk out into the car park. 
EXT., DAY: VALUE INN CAR PARK 
Teddy starts for a grey sedan. Leonard pauses behind him. 


LEONARD 
My car. 


Teddy glances back in surprise. 


TEDDY 
This is your car. 


Leonard shakes his head. 





LEONARD 
You're in a playful mood. l 


Leonard holds up a polaroid of a late model Jaguar. 


LEONARD 
It’s not nice to make fun of someone’s handicap. 


Teddy smiles and heads for the brand-new Jaguar parked several cars further down. 


TEDDY 
Just trying to have a little fun. 


CAR INT., DAY: 
Leonard drives, Teddy admires the new car’s leather interior. 


TEDDY 
Where we going, Sherlock? 


Leonard fishes a note out of his pocket. 


LEONARD 
I got a lead on a place. 


Leonard consults the directions written on the note, then hands it to Teddy. Teddy glances at it and 
is surprised. 


TEDDY 
What the hell you want to go there for? 


LEONARD 
You know it? 


TEDDY 
Yeah, it’s just this fucked-up house. Why are we going there? 


Leonard smiles. 


LEONARD 
I don’t remember. 


EXT., DAY: DERELICT HOUSE 
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The Jaguar pulls up near a large abandoned house near some railroad tracks. Leonard gets out of 
the car and looks over to the house. One side of it has completely collapsed. 


LEONARD 
Let’s take a look inside. 


Leonard walks towards the house, patting his jacket pockets. Teddy reluctantly gets out of the car 
and starts to follow. 


INT. DAY: DERELICT HOUSE 


Leonard stands in the dimly-lit, decaying former hallway with his back to the bright front doorway 
through which we can see Teddy approaching. Leonard pulls his polaroids out of his pocket and 
leafs through them, finding the one of Teddy. He flips it over and reads the handwritten notes on 
the back: 


DON’T LISTEN TO HIS LIES 
HE IS THE ONE 
KILL HIM 


Leonard stuffs the polaroids back in his pocket and draws his handgun, keeping it out of Teddy’s 
line of sight. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Leonard, wearing jeans and check shirt, takes the Gideon Bible out of the open bedside table. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Nothing except the Gideon Bible. 


He leafs through a couple of pages, then drops the Bible back into the drawer and slams it shut. 
He looks in the mirror. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
What can the clothes tell me? 


He takes off his shirt, checking the pockets, then laying it out on the bed. 
Leonard has messages TATTOOED in different styles over most of his body, and there is a 


BANDAGE on his left inner forearm. Some of the tattooed writing is backwards, some is upside- 
down. He looks down at his body, fascinated. 





LEONARD (V.O.) 
Brought my own answers. 


From his P.O.V. we see a tattoo on his belly which reads: 
PHOTOGRAPH: HOUSE, CAR, FRIEND, FOE 


Leonard looks at the mirror. One of the backwards statements comes clear, written diagonally 
across his side like a beauty queen’s sash: 


FIND HIM AND KILL HIM 
Leonard strokes the tattoo. He removes his jeans, checks the pockets, then looks down at his legs. 
They are free from tattoos, but there is a note taped to each thigh. Both notes have the same 
handwritten message: 

SHAVE 
CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: CURTAINED CUBICLE/WAITING AREA, COLOR SEQUENCE 
A curtain is pulled back and Leonard, buckling the belt on the trousers of his biege suit, comes out 
of acurtained cubicle into a small, colorful waiting area like that of a hairdresser. A FAT WOMAN 


follows him out through the curtain. 


FAT WOMAN 
You’ll have to shave your head soon. 


Leonard does not understand. 


FAT WOMAN 
Not much room left. 


Leonard smiles back. The Fat Woman moves to stand behind a cash register. 


FAT WOMAN 
One-fifty. 


Leonard reaches into his wallet and pulls out two singles. 


LEONARD 
Keep the change. 


The Fat Woman looks unimpressed. 


FAT WOMAN 
One hundred and fifty dollars. 


A look of confusion flashes across Leonard’s face, rapidly replaced by a big grin as Leonard 
reaches again into his wallet. 


LEONARD 
No flies on you. 


Leonard hands her some bills, then takes a polaroid photograph out of his pocket. It shows the 
outside of the Value Inn motel, and has an address written beneath it. 


LEONARD 
How do I get to Lincoln Street? 


The Fat Woman hands him some change, glancing at his polaroid. 


FAT WOMAN 
You wanna go east on sixth. 


She points. 


FAT WOMAN 
Just keep straight, all the way, then take a right, you can’t miss the turn or you'll wind up 
in the ocean, then up the coast for about a mile. 


LEONARD 
Then... right? 


_ FAT WOMAN 
`- Unless you wanna go swimming. 


CAR INT., DAY: 
Leonard speeds along a winding coastal road in the Jaguar. 
EXT., DAY: VALUE INN MOTEL 


Leonard pulls up to the motel and stands by the Jaguar. He searches his pockets and fishes out a 
room key. He looks at the number on the keyring, then heads for room 304. 


INT., DAY: VALUE INN, ROOM 304 
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Leonard enters the room and looks around as if for the first time. 


It is an ordinary, anonymous motel room, except that tacked to one wall is a hand-drawn chart 
showing the layout of a small town, and stuck to the edges of the chart are several polaroid 
photographs, with arrows drawn from each photograph to a spot on the map. 


Leonard moves to the chart and inspects the pictures. Some are buildings, some are people. There 
are handwritten notes on the broad white strip at the bottom of each picture 


Leonard looks thoughtfully at the chart, then takes the polaroid of the Value Inn out of his pocket 
and sticks it onto an already-squashed lump of blue tack at the end of an arrow drawn from a 
location on the outskirts of town. 


. LEONARD (V.O.) 
Habit and routine. Essential tools for my situation. 


Leonard takes off his jacket and hangs it on the back of a chair. There is a polaroid camera slung 
over his shoulder which he removes and hangs over the corner of the chair. He unbuttons his shirt, 
then looks down at his body. He has writing tattooed all over his chest and stomach. Different 
statements in different styles and sizes, some backwards, some upside down. From his P.O.V. 
looking down, the most eye- catching is: 


REMEMBER SAMMY JANKIS 

Leonard runs his hand over the tattoo, fascinated. 

LEONARD (V.O.) 

Sammy Jankis had notes. Lots of them. But he would lose them and get mixed up. I must 
have found a more graceful solution to our mutual problem. I won’t say I’m not confused, 
but I know that I’ve taken steps to keep me on the right track, let me focus on the task at 
hand. - 

Leonard nods thoughtfully. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
Sammy had no drive. No reason to make it work. I gotta reason. 


Leonard runs his index finger along the tattoo. 


The phone RINGS. Leonard looks at it in surprise and fear. He picks it up as if it might bite him 
and places it at his ear. 


LEONARD 
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Yeah? 
What’s his name? 
Tell him I’ll be right down. 


Leonard crosses to the wall chart and examines the pictures as he buttons his shirt. He finds the one 
of Teddy. He puts his jacket on, pulls the photo of the wall, flips it over and examines the messages 
on the back, which say: l 


DON’T LISTEN TO HIS LIES 
HE IS THE ONE 
KILL HIM 
Leonard sticks the photo between his teeth as he holds his handgun up and checks that it is loaded. 


He sticks the gun in the back of his waistband, the photo in his jacket pocket, slings a polaroid 
camera over his shoulder and moves to the door. 


EXT., DAY: VALUE INN 
Leonard leaves room 304, checks the lock, walks down to the motel office. 
INT., DAY: VALUE INN OFFICE 


A bell chimes as Leonard enters. Teddy looks up from the free coffee and breaks into his shit- 
eating grin. 


TEDDY 
Lenny! 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard, naked apart from his boxer shorts, bandage on his left arm, rips the note from each of 
his thighs. Both notes say “SHAVE”. He moves into the bathroom. 


INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM BATHROOM 


Leonard enters, and sees a white paper bag on the counter by the sink. On the bag is a handwritten 
message: 


SHAVE THIGHS 





12 
Leonard looks into the bag. Inside is a can of shaving foam and a pack of disposable razors. 


He runs the hot water, then steps back and lifts his foot onto the sink. It is awkward and 
uncomfortable. He looks around at the shower, then sees the ice bucket sitting by the sink. 


INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM 


Leonard sits on the bed applying shaving foam to his thighs. The ice bucket sits on the bedside 
table, steaming. There is a roll of toilet paper next to it. 


Leonard starts awkwardly shaving his left thigh. 


The PHONE RINGS and Leonard flinches, cutting his leg. He looks at the phone, surprised, then 
slowly picks up the receiver. 


LEONARD 
Who is this? 


Only when I’m not expecting a call. 
In that case, I apologize 
As Leonard listens, he rips off some toilet paper and blots the fresh cut on his left thigh. 


LEONARD 
No, there’s all different kinds of memory. 


No, not amnesia. I remember everything from before the injury. 
Yeah that’s the thing, I know everything about myself except for the last... well, since the 
incident. I don’t remember the stuff that happens now. Like this conversation, I won't 


remember how it started by the end of it. 


It's like walking backwards through life. I never know what's just happened, or how I got 
where I am. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: VALUE INN ROOM 304, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard, wearing his beige suit, takes an envelope from a cardboard box. On the envelope is 
written: 


FROM NATALIE 
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Leonard opens it and examines the contents. There is a photocopy of Teddy’s driving license and 
the details of his car registration. 


Leonard reaches into the box, digging deep and pulling out a dog-eared piece of card board. On it 
is written: | 
THE ESTABLISHED FACTS: 
1. WHITE MALE 
2. FIRST NAME: JOHN OR JAMES 
`” 3. FIRST LETTER OF LAST NAME: G 


4, INVOLVED WITH DRUGS 
‘5. CAR LICENSE NUMBER: SG13 7NU 


Leonard compares the license number with the one given on Teddy’s registration. It matches. He 
looks at Teddy’s drivers license. The name is given as: 


JOHN EDWARD GAMBOL 


He goes to a map on the wall, finds the picture of Teddy and pulls it off the map. He finds a blurred 
photograph of a brunette turning in a doorway, under which is written: 


NATALIE 
He lays Natalie and Teddy’s pictures next to each other by the registration document. 
LEONARD(V.O.) 
So, this Natalie has traced John G.’s license number for me and matched it to this guy 


Teddy, whose full name is John Edward Gambol. 


He turns Natalie’s photo over. There is a message on the white strip which has been completely 
scribbled out, but two others beneath it which say: 


SHE UNDERSTANDS YOUR PAIN 
SHE WILL HELP YOU OUT OF PITY 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Thank-you, Natalie. 


He turns the photo of Teddy over and examines the white strip on the back. It says only: 
DON’T BELIEVE HIS LIES 


He turns it back to look at Teddy’s smiling image. 





LEONARD(V.O.) 
So you’re John G.. I found you, you fuck. 


Leonard tums the photo face down, takes a pen and adds the words: 


HE IS THE ONE 
KILL HIM 


Leonard sticks the picture back in its place on the edge of the chart. He reaches into the box again 
and pulls out a file card on which is written: 


TATTOO: CAN'T TRUST 
Leonard gets up and sticks the polaroids into his pocket, heading for the door. 
INT., DAY: VALUE INN OFFICE 


Leonard enters and approaches the fat, middle-aged MAN behind the desk who smiles. 


MAN 
Hiya. 
Leonard smiles politely. 
LEONARD 
Hi. I’m Mr Shelby from 304. 
MAN 
What can I do for you, Leonard? 
LEONARD 


I’m sorry, what did you say your name was? 


MAN 
It’s Burt. 
LEONARD 
Burt, I need a tattoo parlor. 
BURT 
Again? 


Again? 
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BURT 
I gave you the name of a place when you checked in. 


LEONARD 
That’s the thing. I have this condition. 


MAN 
Condition? 
Leonard nods. 

LEONARD 
Yeah, I have no memory. 
, BURT 
Amnesia? 

LEONARD 
No. I have no short-term memory. I remember everything about my life just fine, 
but since my injury I can’t make any new memories. Everything fades. If we talk for 


toolongI’ll forget how we started. I don’t know if’ we’ve ever met before and the next time I see 
you 1 won’t remember this conversation. So if I seem strange or rude, that’s probably... 


Burt is looking at Leonard as if he were an exotic insect. 


LEONARD 
I’ve already told you this, haven’t I? 


Burt nods. 
BURT 


I don’t mean to mess with you, but it’s just so strange. You don’t remember me at all, but 
you saw me this morning. 


Leonard shrugs. 
BURT 
What is the last thing you remember? 
Leonard looks through Burt. 
LEONARD 
My wife. 


Burt is fascinated. 
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BURT 
What’s it like? 


LEONARD 
Like waking. Like you always just woke up. Like walking backwards through life. 


BURT 
That must suck. 
‘Leonard focuses on Burt. 
LEONARD 
How long have I been here? 
BURT 


A week. Lemme get you that address again. 


LEONARD 
I hope my condition won’t be a problem for you. 


BURT 
Not if you remember to pay your bill. 


Leonard smiles and reaches into his wallet. 


LEONARD 
Pd like to pay for the week. 


BURT 
You must really like our rooms. 


INT., DAY: TATTOO PARLOR, CURTAINED CUBICLE 
E.C.U. of the buzzing tattoo needle against flesh. Wider shows us Leonard, in his beige suit, seated 
with his trousers around his ankles, having a tattoo drawn across his left thigh. Leonard watches 
the process as if waiting to see what the artist, the Fat Woman, is drawing. 
She looks up at him. The tattoo says: 

CAN'T TRUST 
INT., DAY: TATTOO PARLOUR, CURTAINED CUBICLE, WAITING AREA 


The curtain is pulled back and Leonard emerges, buckling his belt, the Fat Woman following. 
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FAT WOMAN 
You’ ll have to shave your head soon. 


Leonard does not understand. 


FAT WOMAN 
Not much room left. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE. 


Leonard, in his boxers, arm bandaged, sits on the bed, shaving his legs, thinking. He pauses, shuts 
his eyes in concentration and we: 


FLASHBACK TO: 

Moving slowly along the hallway of a wooden-floored, high-ceilinged apartment toward a large, 
open window with gently moving curtains. Turning right towards a closed door, an ominous 
rumbling builds. . 

INSERT QUICK CUT: 

A FACE, wrapped in wet clear plastic, THRASHING ABOUT, GASPING for breath. 

The PHONE RINGS and we are: 

BACK TO LEONARD IN MOTEL ROOM 


Leonard opens his eyes and grabs the phone. 


LEONARD 
Who is this? 


Leonard is sitting up now, stroking his right inner arm as he listens. His left arm is bandaged. 
John G.? Yeah, I’m very interested. 

Leonard looks down. His right arm bears the following tattoo: 
JOHN G. KILLED AND RAPED MY WIFE 


CUT TO: 
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EXT., DAY: RESTAURANT ON MAIN ST., COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard parks the Jaguar, gets out, stops outside the door to a restaurant, checking its name against 
a note written on a small paper bag from a pharmacy. The note says: 


CITY GRILL, MAIN ST. 
THURSDAY, 1:00PM 
MEET NATALIE FOR INFO 


He sticks the note in his pocket and pulls out his polaroid photographs. He flips through them until 
he finds Natalie’s. Leonard flips the picture over. On the back are three handwritten messages. The 
first one has been completely scribbled over, the other two read: 


SHE UNDERSTANDS YOUR PAIN 
SHE WILL HELP YOU OUT OF PITY 


Leonard puts the picture away and heads inside. 
INT., DAY: RESTAURANT 
Leonard enters, walking slowly down the aisle, looking at all the customers. 


He walks up to a table with a WOMAN (attractive brunette, 30’s) sitting alone. He makes eye 
contact with her and pauses for a second. Her face betrays nothing. Leonard walks past. She sighs 
and grabs the back of his jacket as he passes. Leonard spins around. 


LEONARD 
Natalie. 


Leonard slips into the seat opposite hers. Natalie is pretty, but beginning to show her age, and has 
bruising around one eye, and a mark on her lip. 


NATALIE 
You don’t remember me. 


LEONARD 
Sorry, I should have explained. You see I have this cond- 


NATALIE 
You did explain, Lenny. 


Leonard shifts uncomfortably 


LEONARD 





Please call me Leonard. My wife called me Lenny. 


NATALIE 
You told me. 


Leonard raises his eyebrows, then smiles. 


LEONARD 
Then I probably told you how much I hated it. 


NATALIE 
Yeah. 


- LEONARD 
So you have information for me? 


l NATALIE 
Is that what your little note says? 


LEONARD 
Yes. 


NATALIE 
Must be tough living life according to a few scraps of paper. If you mix up your 
list and your grocery list you’ll be eating your underwear. 


Natalie smiles. 


NATALIE 
But Ï guess that’s why you got those freaky tattoos. 


Leonard is surprised. Natalie smiles. — 


LEONARD 
It is tough. Almost impossible. 


Natalie’s smile disappears. 


NATALIE 
Pm sorry. 


She takes an envelope out of her handbag. 


NATALIE 
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I do have information for you. I got my friend to trace the license you gaveme, an d 
guess what name came up? 


LEONARD 
John G. 
Natalie nods. 

NATALIE 

John Edward Gambol. Lives in town, goes by the name Teddy. 
LEONARD 

You know him? 
NATALIE 


Know of him. Local schmuck. Lives up in the hills and cooks up amphetamine in 
his garage with a chemist buddy. Small-time bad news... who no one will mourn. 


Natalie slides the envelope towards him, but stops short. 


NATALIE 


This is a copy of his license and registration. Are you sure you want this? 
LEONARD 

Yes. 
NATALIE 


Will killing this man really make you happy? 

LEONARD 
This isn’t about what I want, or what will make me happy. I have to do this. Have 
I told you what this man did? _ 


NATALIE 
Yes. 


LEONARD 
Then you shouldn’t have to ask. 


Natalie nods and hands him the envelope. Leonard takes out a pen and writes on the envelope: 
FROM NATALIE 


NATALIE 
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There’s an address in there too. It’s an abandoned house outside of town. A guy I knew 
used to use it for his bigger deals. It’s isolated and- 


LEONARD 
Deals? 


NATALIE 
That’s not important. It’s isolated and you- 


LEONARD 
Sounds perfect. How much do I owe you? 


NATALIE 
I wasn’t helping you for money. 

LEONARD 
Sorry. 

NATALIE 


It’s not your fault. See, you have this condition... 
Leonard smiles. Natalie reaches into her purse and pulls out a motel room key 


NATALIE 
Are you still at the Value Inn? Room 304? You left this at my place. 


Leonard feels around in his pocket, then pulls out a polaroid of the Value Inn. 


LEONARD 
The Value Inn, yeah. 


Leonard takes the key and gets up from the table. 


NATALIE 
Nice place? 


Leonard smiles. 
LEONARD 
Don’t remember. 


EXT., DAY: VALUE INN ROOM 304 


Leonard approaches, checking door numbers against his key. 





22 
INT., DAY: VALUE INN ROOM 304 
Leonard takes the envelope which says “FROM NATALIE”, opens it and examines the contents. 
It is the photocopy of Teddy’s license and registration. Leonard fishes in the box and pulls out his 
card of “THE ESTABLISHED FACTS” and compares it with the photocopy. 
He goes to the wall, finds the pictures of Teddy and Natalie and pulls them off the wall. 
= CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard sits on the bed in just his boxers, his left arm bandaged, shaving his thigh, talking on the 
phone. 


LEONARD 
It’s a combination of things, but my professional history's a great asset 


No, I wasn’t a salesman. I investigated. 

The claims. I’d investigate to see which ones were phony. 

Lots. People who are honest about everything else bump os their insurance claims. 
Leonard dips the razor into the steaming ice bucket. 


There’s a lot of bluff and thinking on your feet, and I’ve had a lot of experience 
interviewing people, trying to see through their bullshit. I got good at it. Just as well, because 
now it’s my life. 


Leonard puts the razor down and dabs at a nick with some toilet paper. 


When I meet someone, I won’t even know if I’ve met them before, I have to look into their 
eyes and figure them out. Checking claims, I found that the best way to find out what 
someone knew or how much they knew was just to let them talk. Just listen. Throw in the 
occasional “why?” but just listen. And eye contact. People don’t lie so well with their eyes. 
And body language. 


It’s not that simple. If someone touches their nose while they’re answering a question, a 
lot of experts will tell you that means they're lying. What it really means is that they're 
nervous, and people do get nervous when they’re lying, but they get nervous for all sorts 
of other reasons. So you may catch the sign, but the attach the wrong reason to it, miss the 
context. It’s all about context. 
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Leonard picks up the razor again. 
Have I told you about Sammy Jankis? That’s what helps me the most. 


Mr Samuel R. Jankis- strangest case I ever had. The guy’s 52, semi-retired accountant. He 
and his wife are in this car accident- 


EXT., NIGHT: CITY STREET. IT IS RAINING. BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE. 


SAMMY, sitting in a car with a smashed windscreen. A paramedic is holding a pad against the side 
of Sammy’s head, while MRS. JANKIS looks on, concerned. 


LEONARDV(V.O.) 
Nothing too serious, but afterwards he’s acting funny- says something's wrong but he can’t 
put his finger on it. He hit his head, there's a big bump and he can’t remember what 
happened. 


Sammy stares blankly at the water running down the shattered windshield. 
INT., DAY: A DOCTOR'S OFFICE. 
A DOCTOR is examining Sammy's head. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
The doctors do all kinds of tests, find some possible damage to the hippocampus, but 
nothing conclusive. Sammy can’t remember anything for more than a couple minutes. He 
can’t work, he can’t do shit, medical bills pile up, his wife calls the insurance company and 
I get sent in. 


INT., DAY: MESSY SUBURBAN LIVING ROOM. 


SAMMY sits in terrycloth robe, smoking and smiling ingratiatingly at Leonard who is dressed in 
cheap suit and tie, making notes on a legal pad. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
I’m looking to show the company what I can do, so I really check into it. Sure enough, 
there’s a real condition, short-term memory loss, rare but legit. It’s the strangest thing. 
Sammy’s thinking is fine, his intelligence is unaffected, but he can't make any new 
memories, he can only remember things for a few minutes. 


Leonard talks to Mrs Jankis as Sammy watches T.V. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
He couldn’t retain anything. He’d watch T.V., but he’s get confused. 
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Sammy smiles at a cartoon on T.V. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
He liked cartoons and commercials because they were short enough that he could 
understand them easily. Anything longer than a couple of minutes was too 
confusing, he couldn’t remember how it started. 


INT., DAY: KITCHEN OF THE JANKIS HOUSE. 


Sammy rolls a small glass bottle between the palms of his hands. He wipes the rubber top of the 
bottle with a cotton wool swab as Mrs. Jankis rolls up her sleeve. Leonard watches as Sammy takes 
a syringe and pushes the needle through the rubber of the bottle. The label is marked “Insulin”. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
The part I couldn’t accept was that this guy who couldn't follow the plot of “Green Acres” 
could do the most complicated tasks as long as he had learned them before the accident... 


Sammy inverts the bottle and syringe, draws the insulin into the syringe, withdraws the needle, 
holds it up to check for bubbles, tapping it delicately. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
... and as long as he kept his mind on what he was doing. 


Sammy gently wipes a spot on Mrs Jankis’ arm with a swab, then pinches the skin and confidently 
inserts the needle, pushes the plunger, withdraws the needle and presses the swab against the skin, 
looking into Mrs. Jankis’s eyes and smiling. 
INT., DAY: JANKIS HOUSE FRONT HALL 
Mrs. Jankis opens the front door to Leonard. 
Leonard shakes hands with Sammy, who smiles at him. 
LEONARD(V.O.) 
And every time I see him I think I catch a look of recognition, just a slight look, but he says 
he can’t remember me at all. I’m thinking bad actor. I know people and I know their eyes. 
Now I’m suspicious and I order more tests. 
CUT BACK TO MOTEL ROOM 


Leonard dabs at some blood on his thigh with a wad of toilet paper 


LEONARD 
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The guy’s life is in ruins, or he’s got it made, depending on how you look at it. He 
sits around waiting for his big pot of insurance cash while his wife has to do 
everything. Sammy can only do simple stuff that’s quick enough so he doesn't forget what 
he’s doing. He can’t learn anything new, and that was what fucked him. 

CUT TO: 

EXT., DAY: VALUE INN, COLOR SEQUENCE 

Leonard’s Jaguar pulls up, Leonard gets out and heads to the office. 

INT., DAY: VALUE INN OFFICE 


Burt is behind the counter reading a magazine. 


LEONARD 
I’m sorry, I think I’m checked in here, but I’ve locked my key in my room. 


Burt looks up. 


BURT 
Hi, Leonard. 


Burt puts his magazine down and gets up, sighing. 


BURT 
P1 let you in. 


EXT., DAY: VALUE INN 

Burt, swinging a pass.key on a chain, leads Leonard to room 33 then unlocks it. 

INT.,DAY: VALUE INN ROOM 33 — 

Leonard walks in and scans the room. Burt stands in the doorway, picking his nails. Leonard moves 
over to the unmade bed. There is a pile of bloodstained tissues. On the bedside table is an ice 


bucket. Next to it is a disposable razor and a can of shaving foam. 


LEONARD 
Don’t see a key. 


Burt looks up. He realizes something. 


BURT 
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Shit. Wrong room. 


LEONARD 
What? 


Burt tries to shepherd Leonard out of the room. 


BURT 
This isn’t your room. You’re in 304. I fucked up. 
LEONARD 
This isn’t my room? 
BURT 
No. Let’s go. 
LEONARD 


Then why is this my handwriting? 
Leonard picks a white paper bag up off the floor. Handwritten on the side is a message: 
SHAVE THIGHS 


LEONARD 
Better tell me what the fuck is going on. 


Burt looks uncomfortable. 


BURT 
This was your room. You’re in 304 now. 


LEONARD 
When was I in here? 


BURT 
Last week. Then I rented you another one on top of this. 


LEONARD 
Why? 


BURT 
Business is slow. I told my boss about you, about your condition. he told me to try and rent 
you another room. 
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LEONARD 
Why didn’t you clean it up? 


BURT 
You’re still paying for it. It’s still your room. 


Leonard shakes his head, smiling. 


. LEONARD 
So how many rooms am I checked into in this dump? 
BURT 
Just two. 
Leonard walks out past Burt. 
. LEONARD 
Well, at least you’re being honest about cheating me. 
BURT 
Yeah, well you’re not gonna remember, anyway. 
LEONARD 
You don’t have to be that honest, Burt. 
BURT 
Leonard. 
Leonard turns. Burt grins. 
Sed Be. BURT 
Always get a receipt. 
LEONARD 


I’m gonna write that down. 


Leonard fishes a piece of paper out of his pocket. It is a small paper bag from a pharmacy There 
is a message on it which he reads. It says: 


CITY GRILL, MAIN ST. 
THURSDAY, 1:00PM 
MEET NATALIE FOR INFO 


Leonard looks up at Burt 
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LEONARD 
What time is it? 


EXT., DAY: WINDING COASTAL ROAD 
The Jaguar speeds along. 
EXT., DAY: THE CITY GRILL ON MAIN ST. 


Leonard pauses outside, checking the name against the note on the pharmacy bag. He puts it away 
and fishes out some polaroids, flipping through them until he finds the one of Natalie. 


INT., DAY: RESTAURANT. 


Leonard enters and walks through the restaurant, looking at the patrons. He makes eye contact with 
Natalie, but walks past her table. She sighs and grabs the back of his jacket. 


INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard, in boxers, bandage on left arm, shaving foam on thighs, strides the room, talking on the 
phone and gesticulating with a disposable razor. 


LEONARD 
Sammy can’t learn any new skills. None at all. And what do I find in my research? 
Conditioning. The brain is complicated, there’s all different kinds of memory. 


INT., DAY: HOSPITAL, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE. 
Sammy is led into a hospital dayroom by the nervous-looking Mrs. Jankis. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 

Sammy might have lost his short-term memory, but he should still be able to learn 
using the part of the brain which responds to conditioning. It’s how you learn riding a bike, 
things like that which you don’t think about, you just get better through practice. Call it 
muscle memory, whatever, but it exists, and it’s a different part of the brain. So I have the 
doctors do this test where they have Sammy pick up objects from a table. Some of the 
objects are electrified, they give him a shock. They do this test for months, always the same 
objects. 


INT., DAY: EXAMINATION ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE. 


Sammy sits at a table, dressed in an open-collared shirt, clean-shaven, neat haircut. 
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A DOCTOR stands at his shoulder pointing out the different metallic objects on the table. 


DOCTOR 
Just pick up any three objects. 


Sammy looks amused. 


SAMMY 
That’s a test? Where were you guys when I did my CPA? 


Sammy picks up one of the objects and gestures to the Doctor as if wanting applause. 
Sammy chuckles and goes for a second object, but gets a shock which makes him recoil in pain. 


SAMMY 
Ah! What the fuck?! 


Sammy looks accusingly at the Doctor. 


. DOCTOR 
It’s a test, Sammy. 


JUMP CUT TO: 
Same scene, but Sammy now has a growth of beard. 
He goes for an object. 


SAMMY 
Ah! What the fuck?! 


DOCTOR 
It’s a test, Sammy. 


JUMP CUT TO: 
Same scene, but Sammy’s beard is longer and his hair is growing shaggy. 
He goes for an object. 


SAMMY 
Ah! What the fuck?! 


DOCTOR 
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It’s a test, Sammy. 
Sammy extends a trembling middle finger. 


SAMMY 
Yeah? Test this, you fucking quack. 


Sequence of jump cuts of Sammy extending his middle finger and recoiling in shock from the 
objects. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
Sammy never stopped picking up the wrong objects. He never learned. Sammy didn’t 
respond to conditioning at all, and his was the first case like it. 
BACK TO MOTEL ROOM: 
Leonard paces the room. 
LEONARD 
It was enough to suggest he might be faking. We paid some of his bills but turnediown 
his claim for support. I got a promotion. Sammy’s wife got fucked. 
Leonard looks into the mirror. 
Now I know that Sammy wasn’t faking. 
Leonard climbs back onto the bed. 
That look of recognition I saw in his eyes? You do that because you want to please people. 
If you think you’re supposed to recognize someone, you pretend to. You bluff it to get a pat 
on the head from the doctors or whoever. You bluff it to seem less of a freak. 


Leonard dips the razor into the ice bucket. 


The conditioning? Like I said, his was the first case like it. The brain is unpredictable. 
Conditioning works for me. 


Leonard finishes his left thigh, and wipes the excess shaving foam with toilet paper. 


I’m disciplined, I use habit and routine to make my life possible. Sammy had no reason not 
to spend the rest of his life watching reruns on TV. 


Me? I gotta reason. 





CUT TO: 
EXT., DAY: MAIN ST., COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard’s Jaguar pulls up at a red light. Suddenly Teddy is banging on the window. 


TEDDY 
Lenny! I thought you’d gone for good. What brings you back? 


Leonard looks at Teddy, sizing him up. 


LEONARD 
Unfinished business. What made you think I wasn’t coming back? 


TEDDY 
You said you were leaving town. 


LEONARD 
Well, things change. 


TEDDY 
So I see. It’s good to see you. My name’s Teddy. 


LEONARD 
Guess I’ve told you about my condition. 


Teddy grins. 


l TEDDY 
Only every time I see ya! Come on, I’ll buy you lunch. 


INT., DAY: DINER | 


Teddy pours ketchup all over his steak. Leonard plays with his food. 


TEDDY 
Not hungry? 
Leonard shrugs. 
TEDDY 
So you think he’s still here. 
LEONARD 


Who? 
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TEDDY 
Our old pal, Johnny G. That’s why you haven’t left. Am I right? 


LEONARD 
Could be. 
Teddy licks his fingers and frowns. 
TEDDY 
Leonard, you need to be very careful. 
LEONARD 
Why? 
TEDDY 


Because you can’t trust a man’s life to your little notes and pictures. 


LEONARD 
Why? 


TEDDY 
Because you’re relying on just them. You don’t remember what happened, or what 
you’ve discovered and how. Your notes might be unreliable. 


LEONARD 
Memory’s unreliable. 


Teddy snorts. 


LEONARD 
No, really. Memory’s not perfect. It’s not even that good. Ask the police, eyewitness 
testimony is notoriously unreliable. You don’t think the cops catch a killer by sitting around 
remembering stuff? No, they collect facts, make notes, draw conclusions. Facts, not 
memories: that’s how you investigate. I know, it’s what I used to do. Memory can change 
the shape of a room or the color of a car. It’s an interpretation, not a record, and it’s 
irrelevant if you have the facts. 


TEDDY 
And you really need to look for this guy? 


LEONARD 
He took away the woman I love and he took away my memory. He destroyed everything; 
my life and my ability to live. 
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TEDDY 
You’re living. 


LEONARD 
For revenge. That’s what drives me, it’s what makes me struggle to make things work. 
Have I told you about Sammy Jankis? i 


TEDDY 
Yeah. Don’t talk about him any more. Tell me about your wife. 


Leonard raises his eyebrows. 


TEDDY 
I’m a good listener. Try me. 
LEONARD 
She was beautiful. Not perfect but- 

TEDDY 


Don’t just recite the words. Close your eyes, remember her. 


LEONARD 
Why? 


TEDDY 
I wanna see you enjoy yourself for a second. 


Leonard smiles and shuts his eyes. 
INSERT FLASHBACK: 


Random images of a woman (30’s, black hair, plain). Jump cuts of details: pulling on a pair of 
trousers, a smile, eating, tucking her hair behind her ear, watching TV, shouting in anger. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 


You try to remember a person and all you get are the details. A lot of the things you think 
you remember is stuff you’ve put into words but can’t actually feel anymore. You're 


left with the bits and pieces which you didn’t bother to think about too much. Then there’s the 
extreme moments which you still feel even if you don’t want to, a lot of bad stuff, but some 
good, too. You put it all together and you have the feeling of the person, enough of a feeling 
to know how much you miss them, and how much you hate the person who took them 
away. 


Leonard opens his eyes. Teddy is looking at him. 
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TEDDY 
We'll find him. Where are you staying? 


Leonard reaches into his pocket and takes out a polaroid. 


LEONARD 
Value Inn. Don’t know what room, haven’t got my key. 


TEDDY 
Probably left it in your room. 


Leonard sticks the polaroid back into his pocket. 

EXT., DAY: VALUE INN 

The Jaguar pulls up. Leonard gets out and goes into the office. 
INT., DAY: VALUE INN OFFICE 

Leonard enters. Burt is behind the counter reading a magazine. 


LEONARD 
I’m sorry, I think I’m checked in here, but I’ve left my key in my room. 


Burt looks up. 


BURT 
Hi, Leonard. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard, in boxers, left arm bandaged, sits on the bed, phone against his ear, applying fresh 
shaving foam to his right thigh. 


LEONARD 
Sammy wasn’t good with people, he didn’t listen. If he knew what I knew about people he 
wouldn't have had to be such a freak. If he just knew that when someone asks you, “why?” 
you just ask, “why not” and they tell you what you need to know. Sammy didn’t understand 
the value of keeping quiet and letting the other guy fill the airspace. He didn’t know the 
power of good shrug to bridge a gap in communication. Sammy didn’t know shit. 


INSERT FLASHBACK: 





35 


Sammy at home, writing himself a note, which he sticks to the refrigerator. There are dozens of 
other notes stuck to the fridge. . 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
Sammy wrote himself all these notes. But he had no discipline, no system. 


Sammy looks at the notes, tongue just visible between his lips. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
I remember looking at him and thinking: pretty pathetic for an accountant. 


BACK TO LEONARD IN MOTEL ROOM 


LEONARD 
I mean, he lost his memory, not his mind. 


CUT TO: 


INT., MORNING: A BEDROOM- MESSY, CHEAPLY BUT ABUNDANTLY FURNISHED, 
COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard opens his eyes. He is naked in bed. He looks around, confused. With a small start, he 
realizes that there is someone else in the bed: a BRUNETTE with her back to him. 


Leonard gingerly tries to elevate himself enough to look over her to see her face, but her hair has 
fallen forward, so he has to lean precariously far over the bed to get a look at her face. 


Leonard is leaned over far enough that his face hovers upside down in front of the Brunette’s face. 
It is NATALIE. The bruise on her eye and the mark on her lip are worse than last time we saw her. 


She opens her eyes.and jumps at the sight of Leonard’s curious, upside-down face. 


LEONARD 
Sorry. It’s only me. 


Leonard flops back down. Natalie wakes up some more and relaxes. 


NATALIE 
Sleep okay? 


LEONARD 
Yeah. You? 


Natalie shrugs and sits up in bed. She looks at her bedside clock. 
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NATALIE 
I gotta be someplace. 


She gets out of bed. She is wearing pyjamas. 


Leonard swings his legs out of the bed and realizes that he is wearing trousers and socks. Keeping 
one eye on Natalie as she looks in the mirror and puts her hair up, he looks at his tattoos, running 
his hands over them as if he has never seen them before. 


NATALIE 
Pretty weird. 


She is smiling at him in the mirror. Leonard smiles back and shrugs. 


LEONARD 
Useful. You never written a phone number on your hand? 


Natalie leaves. At the sound of the shower starting, Leonard pats his pockets, then looks around 
the room, spotting a suit jacket hanging over the back of a chair which matches his trousers. 


Leonard feels the pockets and pulls out some polaroids. He flips through them: a Jaguar, the Value 
Inn, Natalie. He flips Natalie’s picture over and looks at the back. There are three messages, but 
the first one has been completely scribbled over and is illegible. The other two read: 


SHE SHARES YOUR PAIN 
SHE WILL HELP YOU OUT OF PITY 


Leonard stuffs the photos back into his pocket, grabs a white shirt off the chair and pulls it on. 


Natalie comes back in as Leonard finishes buttoning the shirt. Natalie starts to apply her makeup, 
looking at Leonard through the mirror. 


NATALIE . 
I should be able to talk to my friend about the license plate today. If it’s registered 
in this state it should just take a few seconds. 


LEONARD(not a clue) 
Great! 


NATALIE 
T1 call you when I’ve spoken to him. 


. LEONARD 
Why don’t we just arrange a meeting now? I’m not too good on the phone. 
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NATALIE 
. Okay. 


- Natalie takes her eye pencil and writes something down on an empty paper bag from a pharmacy. 
Leonard puts his jacket on. 


Natalie offers him the note. It says: 
CITY GRILL, MAIN ST. 
THURSDAY, 1:00PM 
MEET NATALIE FOR INFO 


NATALIE 
So will you remember me next time you see me? 


Leonard slowly shakes his head and reaches for the note. Natalie grabs his lapel and pulls him 
down to her, kissing him gently on the mouth. 


NATALIE 
I think you will. 
Leonard smiles. 
LEONARD 
I’m sorry. 
Leonard heads for the door. 
NATALIE 


Lenny, before you go, can I have my shirt back please? 
She tosses him his bine shirt, smiling. Leonard looks down at the white shirt which he has put on. | 
EXT., DAY: MAIN ST | 
The Jaguar pulls up to a red light. Suddenly Teddy is banging on the window. 


TEDDY 
Lenny! I thought you’d gone for good. What brings you back ? 


CUT TO: 


INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
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Leonard lies on the bed in his boxers, bandage on left arm, shaving his right thigh. 
LEONARD'S P.O.V.: the razor carves a stripe in the foam on his thigh. 


Flashback images faintly appear over the shot of the shaving. As they become slightly stronger we 
can make out jump-cut images of Leonard's wife. Short glimpses of the plain, black-haired woman 
as she reacts to the camera, saying things we cannot hear, expressing muted emotions, applying 
makeup. 


BACK TO LEONARD: 
Leonard closes his eyes, and the flashback images become clearer. 
INSERT FLASHBACK: 


Still faint, but now against black (i.e. no competing background): Leonard's wife coming in 
through a door carrying a heavy briefcase, lying on a couch reading a book, an intimate close-up 
of her asleep in bed from the adjacent pillow. 


The random images become brighter: Leonard’s wife seen from behind doing the dishes, in profile 
watching television, waving up at a window, repeated images of her asleep in bed at night and in 
the morning. 


Through the mirror above a large white sink in a sunny bathroom we see her furiously brushing 
her teeth. She catches our eye. 


Quick cuts of chrome faucets, white tiles, a clear plastic shower curtain covered in droplets of 
-water. 


The images start to SHAKE and BLUR. Obscure, shallow-focus extreme close-ups TREMBLING 
FURIOUSLY: flesh strikes white tile, mirror shatters, wet clear plastic pulls tight against a 
GASPING face. 


BACK TO LEONARD: 


Leonard opens his eyes and looks around the room, fearfully. He calms down as he gets up from 
the bed and starts searching each drawer in the room. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Anonymous motel room. Nothing in the drawers, but you look anyway. 


He is just pulling a Gideon Bible out of the bedside drawer when the phone rings, startling him. 
He drops the Bible and picks up the phone. 





39 


LEONARD 
Yeah? 


Who is this? 
CUT TO: 
EXT./INT., DAY: NATALIE’S FRONT DOOR, COLOR SEQUENCE. 
Leonard pulls up in his Jaguar, gets out and rings the front doorbell. It is opened by Natalie. 


LEONARD 
Natalie, right? 


Natalie nods, wary of Leonard’s barely concealed anger. Leonard thrusts a polaroid photo in her 
face. 


LEONARD 
Who the fuck is Cobb? 


We cannot see the picture as Natalie reacts with surprise, but from Leonard’s P.O.V. we can see 
that on the back of the photo it says: 


GET RID OF HIM 
ASK NATALIE 


Natalie takes the picture out of Leonard’s hand and examines it more closely. 


NATALIE 
Guess I don’t have to worry about him any more. 


Leonard snaps. 


LEONARD 
Who the fuck is he?! What the fuck have you got me into?! 


NATALIE 
Calm down. You’re not into anything. It was my problem, you offered to help. It’s 
got nothing to do with your investigation, so just forget about it. 


LEONARD 
I have, that’s the whole problem! How can I find John G. when I don’t know what 
the fuck is going on?! I’m disciplined and organized, I have to be. This, this, I don’t know 
what the fuck?! How did you get me into this?! 
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NATALIE 
Look, Leonard, you offered to help when you saw what he did to me. 


She gestures at the bruising on her face. 


LEONARD 
Yeah, how do I know he did that to you? 


NATALIE 
I came to you straight after he did it. I showed you what he did and asked for help. 


LEONARD 
So I just take your word? 
NATALIE 
Yes. 
Leonard sighs. 
LEONARD 


It just feels wrong. I think someone’s fucking with me. Manipulating me. Maybe trying to 
set me up to kill the wrong guy. 


NATALIE 

Did you? 
l LEONARD 

What? 

NATALIE 
Kill him. . 

LEONARD 
Course not. 

NATALIE 


Leonard, it’s your own investigation. You have your facts and your evidence. 


Natalie waves the polaroid at him. 


NATALIE 
This has nothing to do with you. You did me a favor, for which I’m grateful. 


She tries to rip the picture but cannot. She scrunches it up and throws it down. 
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NATALIE 
It has nothing to do with you. You decided to help me. Trust yourself. Trust your own 
judgement. You can question everything, you can never know anything for sure. 


LEONARD 
There are things you can know for sure. 

NATALIE 
Such as? 

LEONARD 
The beach. 

NATALIE 
The beach? 

LEONARD 


I know the beach from my own experience; the feel of the sand, the waves, the sun 
drying saltwater on my face. Things that I, absorbed when I was a kid and my mind 
was hungry for the feel of the world. Memories you take for granted. I can 

remember so much. I know the feel of the world, and I know her. 


NATALIE 
Your wife? 


LEONARD 
The rest is trivia, which I can scribble down as notes. 


INT., NIGHT: NATALIE’S LIVING ROOM: COMFORTABLE AND MESSY. 
Leonard and Natalie are sitting on the couch, some empty beer bottles on the coffee table. 


NATALIE 
Don’t you ever take your jacket off? 


Leonard shrugs. 


NATALIE 
Go on, relax a little, take your jacket off. 


Leonard takes his jacket off and places it on the back of the couch, patting the pockets as he does 
sO. 


NATALIE 
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Just relax. 


She reaches for his arm and unbuttons his cuff. She rolls back the sleeve, revealing the end of some 
of Leonard’s tattoos. 


NATALIE 
You don’t seem the type. 


She rolls back the sleeve some more, trying to read the tattoo. 


NATALIE 
It’s backwards. 


Leonard watches her try to read the tattoo. 


NATALIE 
Come on. 


She starts to unbutton his shirt. He just watches her. 


Natalie gasps as she opens Leonard’s shirt and pulls it back over his shoulders. She tilts her head, 
trying to read the different messages. 


NATALIE 
Sammy Jankis. You were telling me about him. Stand up. 


She pulls him up so that she can turn him around and see him from every angle. Leonard watches 
her. She pulls him in front of the mirror and reads the backwards diagonal tattoo which says: 


FIND HIM AND KILL HIM 


_ NATALIE 
Why do you want to kill Sammy Jankis? 


LEONARD 
I don’t. 


NATALIE 
Who then? 


Leonard shrugs, looking down at his body as if it belonged to someone else. Natalie lifts his right 
arm and reads the message written along its inside: 


JOHN G. RAPED AND KILLED MY WIFE 
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She puts her hand in front of her mouth and looks at Leonard. Leonard shrugs. 


NATALIE 
I thought you didn’t know what happened. 


Leonard considers the tattoo for a second, then looks at Natalie 


LEONARD 
I know. I just don’t remember. I know because I’ve been collecting the facts. 


Natalie runs her hands over and studies the tattoos on Leonard’s chest, avoiding his eyes. 


NATALIE 
I’ve lost somebody. 
LEONARD 
I’m sorry. 
Natalie looks up at Leonard. 
NATALIE 
His name was Jimmy. 
LEONARD 
What happened? 
NATALIE 
I don’t know. He went to meet somebody and didn’t come back. 
LEONARD 
Who did he go to meet? 
Natalie studies Leonard. 
NATALIE 
A guy called Teddy. 
Leonard does not react to the name. 
LEONARD 
What do the police think? 
NATALIE 


They don’t look too hard for guys like Jimmy. 
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She traces her finger along his right arm. 


NATALIE 
So when you find this guy, this John G., what are you going to do? 


LEONARD 
Kill him. 
NATALIE 
Maybe I can help you find him. 
Leonard shrugs. 
NATALIE 


If you tell me what you know, I might be able to point you in the right direction. I 
know people in this town. Know a guy on the force. Know a guy at the DMV, one at the 
town hall. I know a lot of people. 


INT., NIGHT: NATALIE’S BEDROOM 
Natalie, eyes closed, has her head on Leonard’s chest. He is shirtless, lying on top of the covers. 


LEONARD 

I miss her so much, but I don’t even know how long she’s been gone. It’s like I wake up 
in bed and she’s not there, she’s gone to the bathroom or to the kitchen for a glass of water 

and somehow I feel that she’ll never come back to bed. I lie here, hoping, not knowing what 

time it is or how long I’ve been alone. I don’t even know how much I should be missing 
her. Time heals wounds, so how can I heal if I can’t feel time? I can’t reach out and touch her 

side of the bed to feel if it’s still warm. If I could just reach out and touch it I could know 

that it was cold and start getting used to it. I have no idea when she left. I’m alone, I’m so 

totally alone, and I can’t do anything. 


Natalie’s eyes are open. 
LEONARD 
I want her back, and if I can’t have her back, I want to be able to let her go. I can’t 


do anything except look for revenge. 


Leonard bends his head around to see if Natalie is awake. She closes her eyes. Leonard gingerly 
extracts himself from underneath her and moves silently out of the bedroom. 


INT., NIGHT: LIVING ROOM 
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Leonard enters the darkened room. He goes over to the couch and picks up his shirt and his jacket. 
He notices a photograph on top of some papers on a desk in the corner. He holds it in a shaft of 
light from the streetlamp outside. The picture shows Natalie smiling and hugging a YOUNG MAN 
who is wearing sunglasses and smirking. 


INT., NIGHT: BEDROOM 

Natalie, eyes open, slides her hand over to where Leonard was lying, feeling his residual warmth. 
INT., NIGHT: LIVING ROOM 

Leonard has his polaroid photograph of Natalie out. He takes a pen out of his jacket, rests the photo 
against the wall in a patch of light and writes on the back, underneath the message which has been 


scribbled out: 


SHE UNDERSTANDS YOUR PAIN 
SHE WILL HELP YOU OUT OF PITY 


Leonard sticks the polaroid and the pen back into his jacket pocket. 

INT., NIGHT: BEDROOM 

Leonard enters silently, deposits his jacket and shirt, then slides into bed next to Natalie. 
CUT TO: 

INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK & WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard lies on the bed, in boxers, arm bandaged, shaving foam on his right thigh, talking on the 
phone. 


_ LEONARD 
Sammy’s wife was crippled by the cost of supporting him and fighting the company ’s 
decision- but it wasn’t the money. It was the idea that I might be right about Sammy... 


INT., DAY: KITCHEN OF THE JANKIS HOUSE, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE. 


Mrs. Jankis comes into the kitchen carrying two bags of groceries, hassled. Sammy is seated at the 
table in his dressing gown. He looks up at her with a smile. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
... that he might be faking it. 


She starts to put the groceries away. Sammy cannot see her tense expression. 
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LEONARD(V.O.) 
His thinking is fine, the same as it ever was... but somehow everything's changed. 


Sammy and his Wife sit in the living room, watching TV. 
LEONARD(V.O.) 
She can’t understand. She looks into his eyes and sees the same person. She wants 
to break through to him, bring him back. 


Sammy’s Wife starts shouting at Sammy. Sammy squirms, helpless. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
So she shouts- demands that he snap out of it.. 


Sammy's Wife throws her drink in Sammy’s face, then puts her head in her hands, sobbing. Sammy 
wipes his face on the sleeve of his dressing gown. 


BACK TO LEONARD IN MOTEL ROOM: 


Leonard lies back on the bed, talking on the phone. 


LEONARD 
She starts to doubt him. She wonders whether Mr Shelby from the insurance company might 
be right after all. i 
CUT TO: 


INT., NIGHT: APARTMENT WITH HIGH CEILINGS AND WOODEN FLOORS, COLOR 
SEQUENCE. l 


We move along a'hallway towards an open window, its curtains moving gently in the breeze. We 
turn right towards a closed door. An ominous rumbling builds. 


INSERT QUICK CUTS: 
Trembling, shallow-focus extreme close ups: 


A glass bottle shatters against a tiled floor, bath salts and glass spreading out over the black and 
white ceramic tiles. 


A sudden movement glimpsed through a water-beaded clear plastic shower curtain. 


Blood smearing across porcelain. 
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Mirror shaiterng 

The wet plastic shower curtain pulls taut across a GASPING FEMALE FACE, and we: 
CUT TO: 

INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 

Leonard opens his eyes, staring blankly. He is lying on the bed in his beige suit. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Awake. 


He rolls his eyes to one side. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Where? 


He lifts his head and surveys the room. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Motel room. 


He rises from the bed, looking at the room as if for the first time. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
How did I get here? 


He starts looking in the dresser drawers, finding nothing. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
foe nee ver room. Never anything in the drawers, but you look anyway. 


He moves to the bedside table and grasps the handle of the drawer. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Never anything but the Gideon... 


Leonard pulls the drawer open, and pauses at what he sees. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
... Bible. 


In the drawer is a Gideon Bible. Resting on top of it is a HANDGUN. - 
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Leonard turns around, looking over the rest of the room, thoughtfully. He opens the drawer of the 


other bedside table. It is empty. He moves to the table by the window and opens its drawer. Empty. 
He goes to the closet by the door and opens it. 


Inside, there is a BOUND and GAGGED MAN sitting on the floor, knees against chest, dried 
blood on his temple. His mouth is taped up with silver electrical tape which is stained with dried 
blood from his swollen nose. His breathing is noisy, and he looks up at Leonard, blinking in the 
sudden bright light, terrified. 


Leonard shuts the closet door, confused. The Man in the closet starts grunting and bumping the 
closet door. 


There is a knock at the door. Leonard leans over and looks through the peephole. 
INSERT LEONARD’S P.O.V.: 
A fish-eye Teddy, grinning and waving. 


Leonard looks around, trying to think what to do. Teddy knocks harder. The Man in the closet 
bumps and groans more loudly. 


Leonard reaches into his pocket his pocket and pulls out some polaroids. 


. LEONARD 
Just a minute! 


Leonard finds the one of Teddy. He opens the closet door, squats down to the Man’s level, and 
thrusts the photo in his face. 


LEONARD 
Know this guy? . 


No reaction. More knocking. Leonard gently tweaks the Man’s broken nose. The Man grunts in 
pain. 


LEONARD 
Know this guy? 


The Man shakes his head. Leonard shuts the closet door. He opens the door to Teddy and grins. 


LEONARD 
Teddy! 


Teddy brushes past him into the room. 
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TEDDY 
Finished playing with yourself, Lenny? 


Teddy drops into a chair. Leonard tries to smile. There is faint grunting and bumping from inside 
the closet. Teddy notices the noise and grins. 


TEDDY 
I get it- amorous neighbors. ` 
LEONARD 
Why are you here? 
Teddy looks surprised. 
TEDDY 


You called me. You wanted my help. You know, Lenny, I’ve had more rewarding _ 
friendships than this one. Although I do get to keep using the same jokes. 


Leonard thinks for a minute, then moves to the closet and opens the door. 


Teddy looks open-mouthed in disbelief at the Man sitting in the closet. 


TEDDY 
Who the fuck is that? 
LEONARD 
You don’t know him? 
TEDDY 
No! Should I? 
Leonard shrugs. 
TEDDY 
Is this John G.? 
LEONARD 
I don’t think so. 
TEDDY 


Think so? You don’t know? Don’t you have it written down somewhere? 


LEONARD 
Maybe, I haven’t found anything. I might have fallen asleep before I could. 
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Teddy chuckles. 


TEDDY 
Ask him. 


Leonard crouches down and rips the tape from the Man’s mouth. The Man breathes heavily. 


LEONARD 
What’s your name? 
The man looks at Leonard, wary. 
MAN 
Cobb. 
LEONARD 
Who did this to you? 
Cobb looks confused. 
COBB 
What do you mean? 
LEONARD 
I mean who did this to you? 
COBB 


You did. 
Leonard nods, replaces the gag and shuts the closet. Teddy looks at Leonard. 


TEDDY (whispering) 
I’m not gonna help you kill this guy, if that’s what- 


LEONARD. 
No. No, just let me think for a minute. 


Cobb starts grunting again, Leonard kicks the closet door with his heel. He moves to the dresser 
and starts methodically emptying his pockets. 


He pulls a polaroid and a note out of his inside jacket pocket. 


LEONARD 
Here we go. 
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Teddy comes and looks over at the polaroid. It shows Cobb, bound, gagged and bleeding. The 
name Cobb is written below the picture. Leonard flips it over. On the back it says: 


GET RID OF HIM 
ASK NATALIE 

TEDDY 
Natalie? Natalie who? 

‘LEONARD 

Why? 

TEDDY 
I think I might know her. 


Leonard sticks the picture in his pocket, along with the others he removed. 


LEONARD l 
Just focus on the guy in the closet, okay? We’ve got to get him out of here. 


Teddy shrugs. 


TEDDY 
He’s got to have a car, right? We just take him back to his car and tell him to get the fuck 
out of town before we kill him. 


LEONARD 
We can’t just walk him out tied up and bleeding. 


TEDDY 
Well, how did you get him in here in the first place? 


LEONARD 
I don’t know. 


Leonard looks around the room for inspiration. 


. LEONARD 
Yes I do... this isn’t my room. 


Teddy looks around at the anonymous room. 


LEONARD 
It’s his. He was already here. 
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Leonard thinks for a second. 


LEONARD . 
Okay. We clean him up, untie him and march him out with a gun in his back. 


TEDDY 
You have a gun? 


Leonard fishes the handgun out of the bedside table drawer. 


. LEONARD 
It must be his. I don’t think they’d let someone like me carry a gun. 


TEDDY 
Fucking hope not. 


Leonard covers Cobb with the gun while Teddy pulls him out of the closet. Cobb has some trouble 
standing up straight. 


EXT., NIGHT: MOTEL 


Teddy comes out of the room, glances around, and motions for Leonard and Cobb to follow. Cobb 
is untied and cleaned up, Leonard is pressed up right behind him. 


The three of them head to the stairs, then descend to the parking lot. 


LEONARD(to Cobb) 
Which one? 


Cobb leads him to a new Landcruiser. Teddy whispers in Leonard’s ear. 


TEDDY 
We probably ought to take his car, you know, to teach him a lesson. 
LEONARD 
Shut the fuck up, Teddy. 
TEDDY 


Easy for you to say, you’ve got the Jag. 


LEONARD 
Follow us in your car. 
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Leonard motions for Cobb to get into the driver’s seat. Leonard slides into the passenger side and 
they pull out of the parking lot, Teddy following in his grey sedan. . 


EXT., NIGHT: SHOULDER OF HIGHWAY HEADING INLAND OUT OF TOWN 


The Landcruiser pulls over and stops. The grey sedan pulls up behind. Leonard gets out of the 
Landcruiser and it pulls away at speed. Leonard walks back to Teddy’s car and gets in. 


INT., NIGHT: GREY SEDAN 


TEDDY 
So was he scared? 


LEONARD 
Yeah. I think it was your sinister mustache that got him. 


. TEDDY 
Fuck you. We shoulda taken his car. 


Teddy leans over slightly so that he can see his reflection in the rearview mirror. Leonard smiles. 
EXT., DAWN: MOTEL PARKING LOT 
- The grey sedan pulls up beside Leonard’s Jaguar. Leonard gets out. 


TEDDY 
So what are you gonna do now? 


LEONARD 
I’m gonna ask Natalie what the fuck that was all about. 


TEDDY 
Natalie who? 


Leonard ignores him and gets into his car. 
EXT., DAY: OUTSIDE A MODEST HOUSE 


The Jaguar pulls up. Leonard checks the address against the address written on his polaroid of 
- Natalie, then goes to the door and rings the bell. It is opened by Natalie. 


LEONARD 
Natalie, right? 
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Natalie nods, wary of Leonard’s tone. Leonard thrusts a polaroid in her face. 


. LEONARD 
Who the fuck is Cobb? 


CUT TO: 
INT, DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK & WHITE SEQUENCE 
Leonard, in boxers, bandage on arm, shaving foam on leg, pacing, on the phone: 


LEONARD ve 
What Mrs Jankis didn’t understand was that the more pressure you're under, the harder 
it gets. 


INT., DAY: LIVING ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Mrs Jankis crouches in front of the seated Sammy and grabs his face in her hands, making him 
look at her. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
_ You really wanna get it right, so you start grabbing at mental straws. Any memory 
at all, and that’s when it gets really fucked up. 


MRS JANKIS 
What day is it, Sammy?! 
SAMMY 
Thursday. 
2 he oe MRS JANKIS 
It’s Tuesday! What day is it?! — 
SAMMY 
Tuesday! 
MRS JANKIS 


See, you can do it. What year is it? 
Sammy's lips are trembling. His eyes are watery. 


MRS JANKIS 
What year is it!? 
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LEONARD (V.O.) 
That’s when he would get really confused. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: BATHROOM OF MOTEL ROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard sits on the toilet, grasping an empty VODKA BOTTLE. 
LEONARD (V.O.) 
It was the pressure. When he got desperate and grabbed at memories he’d get more and 
more mixed up. 
CUT TO: 
EXT., DAY: SMALL ALLEY BEHIND A ROW OF TRAILER HOMES, COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard is running furiously, arms pumping. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
What the fuck am I doing? 


Leonard glances to his right, and through a gap between two trailers he catches a glimpse of Cobb 
on the other side of the trailer homes, racing along parallel to Leonard,. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
I’m chasing him. 


Leonard cuts down the next gap between trailers, heading for Cobb’s side. 


Cobb (without bruises) appears again at the other end of the gap, sees Leonard, and starts running 
towards him. There is a gun in his hand. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Fuck! He’s chasing me. 


Leonard skids to a halt and turns around. A bullet hits the dirt by his feet. He clears the end of the - 
trailer and throw himself over a chain link fence, dropping down on the other side and scrambling 
through some bushes. 

CUT TO: 


INT., DAY: BATHROOM OF MOTEL ROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 


56 


Leonard sits on the toilet, VODKA BOTTLE in hands, thinking. 
CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: LIVING ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Mrs Jankis shakes Sammy by the shoulders. 


SAMMY 
I’m all mixed up! 
MRS JANKIS 
Just think! 
CUT TO: 


EXT., DAY: CAFE, COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard is seated at an outside table. Cobb (without any bruises) is seated opposite. 


COBB 
I haven’t made a strong enough impression. 


LEONARD 
Don’t be too hard on yourself. 


Cobb is holding a gun on Leonard under the table. Cobb slips it into his pocket as they get up and 
move into the parking lot. Cobb, his hand on his gun in his pocket, stays close to Leonard. 


They approach Leonard’s Jaguar, and Cobb motions for him to get into the driver’s seat. 
INT., DAY: JAGUAR 


Cobb gets into the passenger seat, slipping the gun out of his pocket and training it on Leonard. 
Leonard nods to him. l 


LEONARD 
Seat belt. 


Leonard starts to reach over his left shoulder with his right hand as if for the seatbelt. Cobb watches 
Leonard’s right hand. 


With his left hand, Leonard opens his door. He rolls out, slamming the door in Cobb’s face and 
hitting the central locking on his car keys. 
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Leonard takes off across the parking lot. Cobb tries the doors, then shoots at Leonard, shattering 
the driver’s side window. 


Leonard slips around the corner. Cobb climbs through the window and is off after him. 
Leonard slips into a trailer park, tripping as he dives into a gap between two trailers. 

He picks himself up and runs into the alley behind the trailers. He races along behind the trailers. 
Glancing over to his right, he sees Cobb racing down the other side of the trailers. 


CUT TO: 


INT, DAY: BATHROOM OF MOTEL ROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard sits on the toilet. He notices the empty VODKA BOTTLE in his hands as if for the first 
time. 


CUT TO: 

EXT., DAY: STREET BEHIND TRAILER PARK, COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard practically falls over a fence and doubles back down the street. 
He races full tilt into the Cafe parking lot and in: into his Jaguar. 

The Jaguar peels out just as Cobb emerges from the trailer park. 

INT., DAY: THE JAGUAR 

Leonard is breathing hard, looking around nervously. 


He starts knocking bits of broken window glass out of the driver’s side window with his elbow then 
pulling photos and pieces of paper out of his pockets as he drives. 


Leonard finds a note that gives a description of Cobb, along with the motel and room number of 
where Cobb is staying. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: BATHROOM OF MOTEL ROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard looks up from the VODKA BOTTLE, sighs, rubs his face then stands up. 
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He puts the empty vodka bottle on the counter by the sink, then wearily removes his jacket and 
shirt. | 


Leonard, topless, looks in the mirror, then looks at the empty VODKA BOTTLE sitting by the 
sink. 


CUT TO: 

EXT.,DAY: MOTEL, COLOR SEQUENCE 

Leonard’s Jaguar pulls up. He looks out at the hotel through the open driver’s side window, 
breathing hard. Several bits of shattered safety glass are still visible in the frame. He speeds off, 
parking out of sight in a side alley around the back. He gets out fast, consulting his piece of paper. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Get the jump on you, fucker. 


Leonard races up the stairs to the rooms on the second floor. He stops at room 9, listening. The 
T.V. is on. . 


Leonard gets a credit card out and slips it into the lock gently, with a practiced hand. He leaves 
the card in the lock, steps back from the door and knocks on the door. 


He watches the dot of light from the peephole. 

CUT TO: 

INT., DAY: LIVING ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Close on Sammy's face. 


= SAMMY 
I CAN'T KEEP IT STRAIGHT! 


CUT TO: 
EXT., DAY: MOTEL, COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard watches the point of light in the peephole to room 9. 


The point of light goes out. Leonard kicks the door in, smashing the room’s occupant back into the 
room. 
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Leonard stands over him, looking down. The man is unconscious, blood on his face. Something 
is not right. l 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Is this the guy? 


Leonard looks down at his piece of paper. The room number given is 6. Leonard looks at the “9” 
on the door, then down at the unconscious man. 


LEONARD 
Fuck! Sorry. 


Leonard reaches down, grabs his credit card from where it landed on the floor, and backs out of the 
doorway. l 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM BATHROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard vacantly takes off his trousers and underwear, then dumps all of his clothes behind the 
door. He looks again at the empty VODKA BOTTLE by the sink, frowning. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Why don’t I feel drunk? 


Leonard turns, runs the shower then steps under it, shutting the pebbled plastic stall door behind 
him. 


CUT TO: 

EXT., DAY: MOTEL, COLOR SEQUENCE 

Leonard exits room 9, shutting the door on the unconscious man lying on the floor. 
He moves quickly to room 6, slips his credit card in the lock and knocks. 

No answer, so Leonard slips inside. 

INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM 


Leonard flicks the light on and glances around. There is nothing in the room except an empty 
VODKA BOTTLE on the bedside table. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
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Gonna need a weapon. 


He considers his options, then grabs the empty vodka bottle, switches the light off and slips into 
the bathroom. 


INT., DAY: BATHROOM OF MOTEL ROOM 


Leonard sits down on the toilet, holding the empty bottle by its neck. He reaches out and adjusts 
the angle of the door. His eyes are alert, he is nervous. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: LIVING ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Close on Sammy, tears running down his cheeks. 


SAMMY 
I’M CONFUSED! 


CUT TO: 

INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM BATHROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 

Leonard is under the shower. Suddenly, he looks up as he hears the door being unlocked.. 
| Leonard turns the water off and listens hard. 


LEONARD (V.0.) _ 
Get it straight, get it straight. 


Leonard crouches down in the shower stall. Through the distorting plastic door Leonard sees a 
figure enter the bathroom and stand at the toilet, pissing. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
Gotta do something now. 


Leonard bursts naked out of the shower stall, smashing Cobb against the wall. 
CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: LIVING ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Mrs Jankis slaps Sammy hard around the face. 
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SAMMY 
I’M TRYING! 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: BATHROOM OF MOTEL ROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Cobb struggles around, grabbing at the SLIPPERY, naked Leonard. Cobb gives up grabbing and 
pushes against Leonard, SLAMMING him into the sink. 


Leonard has his arms around Cobb’s neck. Leonard SMASHES Cobb’s head sideways into the 
wall, hard. 


Cobb slumps to the floor. Leonard exhales. Cobb puts a fist in Leonard’s crotch, then grabs his 
neck as he doubles over. Cobb uses Leonard to pull himself off the floor then PUNCHES the side 
of his head and pushes him hard, Leonard FLAILING wildly, grabbing the empty vodka bottle 
from by the sink as he falls back into the bedroom. Cobb reaches into his inside pocket. 

INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM 


Leonard stumbles in, naked, from the bathroom, swings around, HITTING Cobb square in the face 
with the empty vodka bottle, which does not break. 


Cobb lies still on the floor, bleeding, his hand still in his inside jacket pocket. Leonard stands above 
him, naked, dripping wet, catching his breath. 


There is a KNOCK at the door. 


FEMALE VOICE (O.S.) 
Housekeeping. 


The sound of a key entering the lock. . 
Leonard leaps for the door and flips the privacy latch. 


LEONARD 
Not just now! 


Leonard listens to the maid withdraw her key and move off to the next room. 
Leonard searches Cobb, finding his gun in his inside pocket. Leonard examines the weapon, then 


starts to search the room. Leonard finds an overnight bag at the bottom of the closet. Inside it there 
are some clothes, spare ammunition, a large hunting knife and a roll of silver electrical tape. 
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SAME SCENE, LATER: 


Leonard, now wearing his suit, finishes taping up Cobb (who is conscious, but groggy). Leonard 
sits him on the bed, then takes a polaroid photograph of him. 


Leonard shoves Cobb into the closet, takes out his note and consults it, then writes “COBB” on the 
white strip on the front of the photograph. He flips the picture over and writes on the strip on the 
back, in smaller writing: 


GET RID OF HIM 
ASK NATALIE 


Leonard puts the polaroid into the inside pocket of his jacket. He looks again at the note. It says: 


COBB 
BEST WESTERN ON 5TH STREET, ROOM 6 
PUT HIM ON TO TEDDY OR JUST GET RID OF HIM FOR NATALIE 


Leonard picks the stack of polaroids out of his outside jacket pocket. He flips through them until 
he finds the one of Teddy, then picks up the phone and dials Teddy’s number. The phone is 


answered: 


TEDDY (O.S.) 
You know what to do. i 


Then a beep. Leonard does not look like he knows what to do. 


LEONARD 
Ah, it’s a message for Teddy... 


Leonard looks at the note. 
LEONARD 
I’m at the Best Western on 5th street, room 6, and I need you to come over as soon as you 


get this, it’s important. This is Leonard. Thanks. Bye. 


Leonard hangs up. He looks around the room. He slips the gun into the bedside drawer, resting it- 
on the Gideon Bible, then swings his feet up onto the bed and lies down. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: KITCHEN, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Mrs Jankis is making a sandwich. 
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LEONARD(V.O.) 
She decided to try a different approach. Sammy’s favorite snack was peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches. He loved them. 


Sammy watches his wife finish making the sandwich. 


LEONARDV(V.O.) 
She started making sandwiches and getting him to hide them in unlikely places. 


Mrs Jankis wraps the sandwich in waxed paper and hands it to him. 


MRS JANKIS 
Hide it away. For later, in case you run out of food before I get back. 


Sammy takes the sandwich, confused. 


MRS JANKIS 


Come on, I'll show you. 
Mrs Jankis leads him through the house into his old study. 
INT., DAY: STUDY 


Mrs Jankis goes to one of several filing cabinets. She reads the labels on the drawers, then chooses 
one and pulls it open. 


MRS JANKIS 
See? Put in here, under P for peanut butter. 


Sammy reaches forward with the sandwich, rifling the files, finding “P”. He looks to his wife for 
approval, and when she nods he places the sandwich in the file. Mrs Jankis slams the drawer shut. 


MRS JANKIS 
There you go. Now you'll remember where it is. P for peanut butter and Jelly. 


INT., DAY: LIVING ROOM 

Sammy sits watching TV, engrossed in Comical 

INT., DAY: FRONT HALL 

Mrs Jankis comes in the front door with her coat on. She goes into the study. 


INT., DAY: STUDY 
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Close on a file drawer as it slides opens. There is a wax paper-covered sandwich filed under “P”. 
Mrs Jankis looks at it, frustrated. She slams the drawer. 
INT., DAY: KITCHEN 


Mrs Jankis is clearing all of the remaining food out of the cupboards, throwing it away, cleaning 
out everything but the condiments. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
She stopped feeding him to give the test some urgency. 


Sammy stands beside her. She hands him the jar of peanut butter and the jar of jelly. 


. MRS JANKIS 
We'll put these somewhere so you'll remember where they are if you get hungry. 


INT., DAY: FRONT HALL, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Mrs Jankis opens the closet. She points at the boots sitting under the coats. 


MRS JANKIS 
One in each boot. 


Close on a jar of peanut butter going into a rubber boot, a jar of jelly into the boot next to it. 
Sammy stands up. His wife hands him two slices of bread and nods at his coat hanging above the 
boots. 

Sammy sighs and puts the slices of bread into his coat pocket. 

CUT TO: 

EXT., NIGHT: VALUE INN, COLOR SEQUENCE 

Leonard exits room 304 of the Value Inn carrying a paper shopping bag. He goes to his Jaguar. 
INT., NIGHT: THE JAGUAR 


Leonard gets in, grim-faced, and gently places the bag on the passenger seat. He starts the car, and 
pulls out of the parking lot. 


EXT., NIGHT: HILLY, WOODED ROAD 


The Jaguar speeds along, emerging from the woods to a road overlooking the ocean. 
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EXT., NIGHT: SMALL DIRT PARKING LOT OVERLOOKING LARGE ROCKS ABOVE A 
SMALL SANDY BEACH. 


The Jaguar pulls up and Leonard gets out, carrying the paper shopping bag. He climbs down to the 
beach. . 


EXT., NIGHT: SMALL SANDY BEACH 
Leonard walks along, picking up bits of wood. 
EXT., NIGHT: LARGE ROCKS 


Leonard has built a small fire. There is a can of lighter fluid sitting next to the paper shopping bag. 
He feeds the fire a small stick. 


Leonard reaches into the bag and removes a small stuffed toy. He considers it for a moment, then 
douses it in lighter fluid and gingerly places it on the fire, trying not to burn his fingers. He watches 
the fur blacken and the plastic eyes melt. 


Leonard reaches into the bag and pulls out a well-worn paperback book, whose cover has long- 
since been ripped off. Leonard flicks through the pages. 


INSERT FLASHBACK: 
INT., NIGHT: BEDROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard is removing his tie. His Wife is in bed, reading the well-worn paperback. 


LEONARD 
How can you read that again? 


His Wife does not looks up from her book. 


LEONARD’S WIFE 
It’s good. 


LEONARD 
You’ ve read it a hundred times. 


LEONARD’S WIFE 
I enjoy it. 


LEONARD 
Yeah, but the pleasure of a book is in wanting to know- 
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Leonard’s Wife looks up, annoyed. 


LEONARD’S WIFE 
Don’t be a prick. I’m not reading it to annoy you, I enjoy it. 


BACK TO LEONARD ON THE ROCKS 

He squirts some lighter fluid on the book and places it on the fire. 

He reaches into the bag, producing a bra and a hairbrush. He douses the bra and puts it on the fire, 
then pulls some black hair out of the hairbrush. He holds a few strands out above the fire until they 
shrivel up in the heat. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Maybe some ceremony will help me remember to forget you. 


He does this with a larger clump and it produces a small flame so he drops it into the fire. 


. LEONARD(V.O.) 
Probably tried this before. Probably burned truckloads of your stuff. 


He douses the brush in lighter fluid and drops it onto the fire. He pulls a green alarm clock out of 
the bag and adds it to the fire. l 


Once the bag is empty, Leonard places it on the fire as well. Then sits looking at the flames. 
DISSOLVE TO: 

SAME SCENE, LATER. 

The sky has brightened. Leonard stands up and kicks the dying embers apart, stamping on any 
glowing bits, and nudging the leftover pieces of blackened, melted plastic into the gaps between 
the rocks. l 

INT/EXT., DAWN: THE JAGUAR SPEEDS ALONG A HILLY, WOODED ROAD 


Leonard looks into his rear view mirror. There is a Landcruiser following him. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Some fucker’s following me. 


Leonard speeds up slightly, then takes a right turn. The Landcruiser stays behind him. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
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Do I know this guy? 
Leonard is fishing his photographs out of his pocket, examining them as he speeds along. 
The Landcruiser accelerates until it is uncomfortably close. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
He seems to know me. 


The Landcruiser pulls alongside the speeding Jaguar. 


Leonard looks to his left. Cobb (no bruises) is at the wheel. Leonard rolls down his window and 
shouts at him. 


LEONARD 
What the fuck! 


Cobb pulls out a handgun and points it at Leonard. 
Leonard slams on the breaks, skidding to a halt as the Landcruiser shoots ahead out of sight. 


LEONARD 
I need breakfast. 


EXT., DAY: CAFE 
Leonard sits at an outside table finishing his breakfast. The Jaguar is in the parking lot out front. 


The Landcruiser pulls up and parks. Leonard thoughtfully sips his coffee, glancing around for 
possible escape routes. Cobb approaches, and sits down at Leonard’s table, uninvited. 


COBB 
I like your car. 
LEONARD 
Thank you. 
COBB 
Where’d you get it? 
LEONARD 


Interested in buying one? 


Cobb shakes his head, unamused. 
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COBB 
I just want you to tell me how you came by that car. 


Leonard sips his coffee. 


LEONARD 
I forget. 


Cobb draws his gun underneath the table. 


COBB 
I haven’t made a strong enough impression on you. 


LEONARD 
I wouldn’t be too hard on yourself. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: FRONT HALL, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Mrs Jankis comes in through the front door with her coat on. 


MRS JANKIS 
Sammy?! I’m back. 


She opens the closet and hangs up her coat. She glances in the direction of the living room, then 
checks Sammy’s coat pockets. She pulls out two slices of mouldy bread, dismayed. 


INT., DAY: LIVING ROOM 


Sammy watches commercials on T.V. His wife enters with her coat on. 


MRS JANKIS 
Sammy? Are you hungry? 
Sammy looks at her, smiling. 
SAMMY 
I don’t think so. 
Mrs Jankis looks at him. 
SAMMY 


Maybe I am. Is it lunch time? 
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Mrs Jankis walks slowly over to the bureau. She opens the bottom drawer. A wax paper-covered 
sandwich is sitting on top of a box of christmas decorations. She sighs and moves to the bottom 
shelf of the bookcase. She slides out a monopoly set and removes the lid. There is a waxed paper- 
covered sandwich. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
She thought he must be bluffing her. Secretly eating. She hadn't let him have any food for 
days, but he still wouldn’t touch the hidden stuff. 


Sammy watches T.V. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
He was slowly starving, with food hidden all around him. She didn’t realize the irony: once 
you begin to starve you stop feeling hungry. Sammy had no idea that he hadn't eaten. 


BACK TO LEONARD IN MOTEL ROOM 


Leonard, in boxers, left arm bandaged, sitting on the bed, scraping the last bits of shaving foam 
from his right thigh with a disposable razor, talking on the phone. 


LEONARD 
He’d lost about thirty pounds before she realized that if he was faking, he had more 
willpower than she did. She started feeding him again, but she couldn’t shake the idea that 
he was doing it all on purpose. 


CUT TO: 
INT., NIGHT: A BEDROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard is woken by the sound of a door shutting firmly. He sleepily turns his head to see a glow 
from under the bathroom door. 


In the dim light he can see a well-worn, coverless paperback book on the far bedside table. Next 
to it is a hairbrush and a drinking glass half-full of water. Leonard’s eyes are half-closed as he 
slides his hand onto the other half of the bed, feeling the residual warmth, smiling gently. 


He props himself up on one arm, rubbing his eyes and reaches over to the small green alarm clock, 
straining to read its numbers in the dim light. 


He breathes heavily, sleepily and shuts his eyes for a second, content. 


LEONARD (as if about to tell her a dream) 
Honey? 
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The sound of the shower being run. 
Leonard opens his eyes and looks over to the bathroom door. 


LEONARD 
Honey? It’s late. 


Leonard swings his legs over and gets out of bed. 


LEONARD 
Everything okay? 


Leonard is at the bathroom door. He knocks tentatively. No answer. He knocks louder, suddenly 
concerned. 


LEONARD 
Are you okay in there?! 


Leonard grabs the door handle and turns it. The door swings open and Leonard looks into the 
bathroom to see: 


INT., NIGHT: STEAM-FILLED BATHROOM 


A blonde woman in a silk dressing gown, seated on the toilet, looks up from snorting a line of 
cocaine off a small hand mirror. She giggles as she speaks to Leonard. 


BLONDE 
Was it good for you? 


Leonard stands in the doorway, shaken. 
The Blonde realizes that Leonard is not happy and becomes concerned. 


BLONDE 
Shit. Was I meant to lock the door? 


LEONARD 
No. That would have been worse. 


Leonard moves to turn off the shower. 


LEONARD 
Pd like you to leave now. 
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INT., NIGHT: VALUE INN, ROOM 304, LATER 

Leonard, fully clothed, grabs a paper shopping bag from the closet, and does a quick circuit of the 
room, grabbing various items (the paperback book, hairbrush, alarm clock, stuffed toy) and putting 
them into the bag. 

EXT., NIGHT: VALUE INN 


Leonard comes out of room 304 carrying the paper shopping bag. He goes to his Jaguar and gets 
in. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard, in boxers, bandage on left arm, sits on the bed, wiping the last traces of shaving foam 
from his right thigh. 


The phone rings, startling him. He pauses, trying to orient himself before picking up the receiver. 


LEONARD 
Who is this? 


Was I? 
Yes, she did. I was as surprised as anyone. 


I'd spent time with them, and she knew that I was the one who had built the case for Sammy 
faking it. l 


INT., DAY: LEONARDS OFFICE, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Leonard, in suit and tie, gets up from behind his desk to shake hands with Mrs Jankis and offer her 
a seat. He sits back down behind his desk and they start to talk. Leonard nodding as he listens. 
Mrs. Jankis is crying. l 
LEONARD(V.O.) 
She told me about life with Sammy. Telling someone else made her realize how cruel her 
little tests had been. She wasn’t a cruel person, she just wanted her old Sammy back. 


The tearful Mrs. Jankis gives Leonard a determined look. 


MR JANKIS 
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Mr Shelby, I’m not here for anything to do with the claim. It’s just that you know about 
Sammy. You looked into it and you decided that he was faking- 


LEONARD 
Mrs Jankis, the company’s position isn’t that Sammy is “faking” anything, just that his 
condition can’t be shown- 
MRS JANKIS 
I’m not interested in the company position, Mr Shelby. I’m not appealing the decision, I 
just want to get your honest opinion about Sammy. 
Leonard looks uncomfortable. 
CUT TO: 
EXT., DAY: VALUE INN, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard pulls up in the Jaguar, checks the name against a note written on a paper napkin, and heads 
into the office. 


Leonard comes out of the office, takes a polaroid of the entrance and heads for room 304. 
INT., DAY: VALUE INN, ROOM 304 


Leonard enters, flapping the polaroid photo. He sifts through his cardboard box, pulls out a pen and 
writes the motel’s address on the picture. 


With well-practiced, efficient movements, Leonard removes his wall chart from the box, unrolls 
it, sticks it to the wall. He takes a stack of polaroids out of the box and works through them, 
considering each new picture and finding its proper place on the chart like someone playing 
solitaire. de 

LATER: 

Leonard considers his chart, drink in hand. He moves to the chair, sits down. 

LATER: 

Leonard flips through the yellow pages, looking under “Escort Services” 

LATER: 


Leonard is on the phone. 
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LEONARD 
None? 


Okay, blonde. Yeah, blonde is fine. 
Value Inn, 304. 


Leonard. 


LATER: 


Leonard opens the door to the Blonde. 


LATER: . 


The Blonde is looking curiously at the chart, drink in hand. Leonard is in the armchair. 


BLONDE 
Well, what then? 


LEONARD 
It’s simple, you just go to the bathroom. 


The Blonde turns, raising an eyebrow. Leonard smiles. 


LEONARD 
Not what your thinking. You just go into the bathroom. We go to bed, you wait till I fall 
asleep, then you go into the bathroom and slam the door. . 


BLONDE 
Slam it? . 
; LEONARD 
Just loud enough to wake me up. 
BLONDE 
That’s it? 
LEONARD 
That’s it. 


Leonard gets up, pulls a paper shopping bag out of the closet and hands it to the Blonde. 





BLONDE 
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But first I need you to put these things around. 
The Blonde looks confused. 


LEONARD 
Just pretend these things are yours, and this is your bedroom. 


The Blonde pulls a bra out of the bag. 


BLONDE 
Should I wear it? 
LEONARD 
No. Just leave the stuff lying around as if it were yours. Like you just took it off or 
something. 


The Blonde pulls the hairbrush out of the bag. She moves to brush her hair with it but Leonard 
stops her. 


| LEONARD 
No! No, don’t use it, you, I mean it’s... you just have to put it where you would if 
it were yours. 
The Blonde sees the black hair stuck in the brush and begins to understand. 
LATER: 
The lights are off. The Blonde and Leonard are lying side by side in bed. 
The Blonde checks to see that Leonard is asleep, then slips out of bed. She grabs her purse then 
opens the bathroom door. She looks back at Leonard, asleep. She moves into the bathroom and 
shuts the door firmly, making a loud bang. 
Leonard’s eyes open. 
CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: LEONARD’S OFFICE, BLACK AND WHITE SCENE 


Leonard sits behind his desk. Mrs Jankis is seated opposite. 


LEONARD 
We shouldn’t even be talking this way while the case is still open to appeal. 
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MRS JANKIS 
I told you: I’m not appealing the decision. 
LEONARD 
Then why are you here? 
MRS JANKIS 


Mr Shelby, try and understand. When I look into Sammy’s eyes, I don’t see some 
vegetable, I see the same old Sammy. What do you think it’s like for me to suspect that he’s 
just faking or imagining this whole problem? That if I could just say the right thing he’d 
snap out of it and be back to normal? If I knew that my old Sammy was truly gone, then I 
could say goodbye to him and start loving this new Sammy, but as long as I have that 
doubt, I can’t move on, and I can’t stop resenting him. 


LEONARD 
Mrs Jankis, what do you want from me? 


MRS JANKIS 
I want you to forget the money and the company you work for for thirty seconds, and tell 
me if you really think that Sammy is faking his condition. 


Leonard plays with his letter opener, thinking. 


MRS JANKIS 
I need to know what you honestly believe. 


Leonard looks at Mrs Jankis. 
LEONARD 
I don’t know whether it’s conscious or not, but I believe that Sammy should be physically 


capable of making new memories. 


MRS JANKIS 
Thank-you. 


CUT TO: 
EXT., DAY: NATALIE’S HOUSE., COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard exits the front door of the modest house, walks to his Jaguar and gets in. 


TEDDY(O.S.) 
You should lock a car as nice as this. 
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Teddy is in the passenger seat. Leonard, startled, grabs him by the throat. 


LEONARD 
Who the fuck are you? 
TEDDY(gasping) 
Teddy. Your buddy. 
Leonard lets him go. 
LEONARD (serious) 
What do you want? 
Teddy is now wearing his big grin. 
TEDDY 
Sense of humor went with the memory, huh? You know why you're still here, don’t you? 
- LEONARD 
Unfinished business. 
E TEDDY 


Lenny, as a buddy, let me inform you. Your business here is very much finished. No, you’re 
still here because of Natalie. 


LEONARD 
Who’s she? 


Teddy chuckles. 


ee TEDDY 
Whose house do you think you just walked out of? 


Leonard looks at the house. Teddy motions towards Leonard’s pockets. 


TEDDY 
Take a look at your pictures, I’m sure you got one of her. 


Leonard pulls out his stack of polaroids and flips through them. He pauses at the one of Natalie. 
Teddy swipes it out of his hands to get a better look at the blurred image of Natalie turning in a 
doorway. 


TEDDY 
Great shot, Lenny. 
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Teddy flips the photo over. There is nothing on the back. Teddy hands it back to Leonard. 


TEDDY 
You wanna make a note that you can’t trust her. 


LEONARD 
Why’s that? 


TEDDY 
Because she’ll have taken one look at your clothes and your car and started thinking of 
ways to turn the situation to her advantage. She’s already got you staying with her, for fuck’s 


sake. 
LEONARD 
Why? 
TEDDY 
She’s in a tight spot, she needs a way out. 
LEONARD 
What sort of spot? 
TEDDY 


People are gonna come after her, and she’s gonna need protection, or a fall guy. 


LEONARD 
So she’s setting me up? 


TEDDY 
Or setting you up to get rid of someone else, I don’t know, exactly. 


LEONARD 
Why are you following me? 


TEDDY 
I knew she’d get her claws into you. I’m trying to help you. 


LEONARD 
Bullshit, you’re trying to help yourself. I think I know what’s going on. 


TEDDY 
Oh yeah? 


LEONARD 
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Yeah. She’s an enemy of yours, and you’re afraid she’ll find a way to use me against you. 


TEDDY 
Look, even if that were true, it’s got nothing to do with you. She doesn’t know anything 
about your investigation, so when she offers to help you, it'll be for her own reasons. Why 
would I lie? Do not go back to her. Take out a pen, write yourself a note, do not trust her. 


Leonard takes out his pen, places the picture of Natalie face down on the dash and writes on the 
white strip on the back: 


DON’T TRUST HER 
LEONARD 
Happy now? 
TEDDY 
I won’t be happy until I see you drive out of town. 
LEONARD 
Why? l 
TEDDY 


How long do you think you can hang around a small town like this before people start 
asking questions? 


LEONARD 
What sort of questions? 


TEDDY 
The sort of questions you should be asking yourself. 


LEONARD 
Like what? l 
TEDDY 
Like how’d you get this car? That suit? 
LEONARD 
I have money. 
TEDDY 


From what? 


LEONARD 
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My wife’s death. I used to work in insurance, we were well covered, I made sure. 


TEDDY 
So in your grief you wandered into a Jaguar dealership? 


Leonard says nothing. 


TEDDY 
You haven’t got a clue, have you? You don’t even know who you are. 


LEONARD 
Yes, I do. I don’t have amnesia. I remember everything about myself up until the incident. 
I’m Leonard Shelby, I’m from San Fran- 


TEDDY 
That’s who you were, Lenny. You don’t know who you are, who you’ve become 
since the incident. You don’t even know how long ago it was. 


Teddy reaches out to Leonard’s lapel, and gently opens his jacket to reveal the label. 


TEDDY 
Put it this way. Were you wearing Armani when you sold insurance? 


Leonard looks down at his suit, then back to Teddy. 


LEONARD 
I didn’t sell- 


TEDDY 
I know, you investigated. Maybe you need to apply some of your investigative skills to 
yourself. Or maybe you just need to leave this town. 


LEONARD 
It’s late. I’ll have to get a place in town for the night. 


TEDDY 
I know a good motel just outside of town. Just don’t go back to her. 


Teddy takes out a pen and writes the name and address of the Value Inn on a paper napkin. He 
hands Leonard the napkin and gets out of the car. 


TEDDY 
It’s been fun, Lenny. 
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Teddy walks off. Leonard pulls his polaroids out of his pocket and finds the one of Teddy. He 
places it on the dash, face up, next to the one of Natalie which is still face down on the bar. 
Leonard reads the message he has written on the back of Natalie’s picture: 
DON’T TRUST HER 
He flips Teddy’s picture over, like a croupier turning a card at blackjack. On the back it says: 
DON’T BELIEVE HIS LIES 


Leonard purses his lips in surprised frustration, considering the backs of the two pictures. He grabs 
his pen and scribbles on the back of Natalie’s picture, obliterating the words: 


DON’T TRUST HER 


He flips Natalie’s picture over and considers her blurred image. He looks up at her house, then back 
at his box, with the rolled up chart sticking out the top. 


. LEONARD 
Fuck it. Trust or not, I need my own place. © 


Leonard starts the engine. 
EXT., DAY: VALUE INN 


Leonard pulls up in his Jaguar, checks the name of the hotel against the note written on the paper 
napkin, then heads into the office to check in. 


Leonard comes out of the office, takes a polaroid of the front of the motel, and heads for room 304. 
CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Leonard pulls on a pair of old jeans as he speaks into the phone. 
LEONARD 
She seemed to leave happy. I thought I’d helped her. She just needed some kind of 
answer. I didn’t think it was important to her what the answer was, just that she had one 
to believe. 


Leonard fiddles with the bandage on his left arm, picking at the corners of the tape. 


No, I thought it was unfair of her to give me that responsibility. 
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CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: NATALIE’S LIVING ROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard paces, agitated. He glances through his polaroids. He sits down. He stands up. He goes 
to the window, and sees Natalie getting out of her car. 


She turns and comes towards the front door. Her face is swollen and bleeding. 
Leonard opens the door for her. She rushes past him, crying. 


LEONARD 
What happened? 


Natalie is intensely agitated, fumbling with things in her purse. 


NATALIE 
What does it look like?! 


She turns to Leonard so that he can see the full extent of her injuries. Her eye is swelling up, her 
lip is split, she is a mess. 


NATALIE 
He beat the shit out of me. 
LEONARD 
- Who? 
NATALIE 


Who?! Fuck, Leonard! Cobb. Cobb beat the shit out of me. 
Natalie flings her purse to the ground in frustration. She does not know what to do with her hands. 


LEONARD 
Why? 


Natalie turns to him, enraged. 


NATALIE 
Because of you, you fucking idiot! Because I did what you told me to! Because you gave 
me such good fucking advice! Go to him, tell him it was Teddy, reason with him! Great 
fucking idea! 
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Leonard approaches her, palms out. 


. LEONARD 
Calm down. 


Natalie starts to hit Leonard, but he grabs her arms, speaking softly. 


LEONARD 
Take it easy. You’re safe now. You’re safe. 


He sits her down on the couch. 


LEONARD 
Let’s get some ice on your face. 


LATER: 


Natalie, crying softly, holds a paper towel filled with ice cubes to her swollen cheek while Leonard 
gently uses a damp paper towel to wipe the blood from her upper lip. 


NATALIE l 
I did just what you told me. I went to him and I said that I didn’t have Jimmy’s money, or 
any drugs, that this Teddy must have taken everything . 


LEONARD 
And what did he say? 


NATALIE 
That he didn’t believe me. He said he’d never heard of any Teddy, and he was gonna teach 
me a lesson and that if I don’t get him the monetomorrowow he’s gonna kill me. 


LEONARD 
Where is he? 

NATALIE 
What are you gonna do? 

LEONARD 
Pll go see him. 

NATALIE 
And? 


LEONARD 
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Teddy’s the guy he needs to talk to right? 


NATALIE 
I guess. 
LEONARD 
[ll give him a few bruises of his own, then point him in Teddy’s direction. 
Natalie grabs his hand. 
NATALIE 
He’ ll kill you, Lenny. 
Leonard smiles. 
LEONARD 
My wife used to call me Lenny. 
NATALIE 
Yeah? 
LEONARD 
Yeah, I hated it. 
They both smile. 
NATALIE 


This guy could really hurt you, let’s think of something else. 
Leonard takes out a piece of paper but he cannot find his pen. 
_ LEONARD 
I'll take care of it. Just tell me what he looks like, and where I can find him. Do you have 
a pen? 
Natalie gets a pen out of her purse and hands it to him. She looks sheepish. 
NATALIE 
He’ll probably find you. 


LEONARD 
Me? Why would he be interested in me? 
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NATALIE 
I told him about your car. 

LEONARD 
Why would you do that? 

NATALIE 


He was beating the crap out of me! I had to tell him something! 
Leonard hands Natalie the piece of paper and pen. He gets up and takes out his polaroids. 


. LEONARD 
Just write it all down. 


Natalie hands him a note. It says: 
COBB 
_ BEST WESTERN ON STH ST., ROOM 6 
PUT HIM ON TO TEDDY OR JUST GET RID OF HIM FOR NATALIE 
EXT., DAY: NATALIE’S HOUSE 


Leonard exits, walks to his Jaguar and gets in. Teddy is in the passenger seat. 


TEDDY 
Hi, Lenny. 


Leonard, startled, grabs him by the throat. 

CUT TO: 

INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Leonard, in jeans, topless, sits on the edge of the bed, talking on the phone. 


LEONARD 
Well, shit, I’m not a doctor, I’m a claims investigator.. 


Leonard crooks his neck to hold the receiver between ear and shoulder and fiddles with the 
bandage on his left arm, starting to peel back the tape, trying to look under the cotton pad. 


LEONARD 
I suppose, but I’ve got all sorts of other considerations. 
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Leonard starts to remove the bandage. 


LEONARD 
Legal responsibility, and large financial... 


Leonard has removed the bandage from his arm and is staring down at a fresh, raw-looking crude 
tattoo which says: 


NEVER ANSWER THE PHONE 
Leonard looks up. 


LEONARD 
Who is this? 


He takes the receiver away from his ear as if the caller has just hung up. 
CUT TO: 

INT., DAY: NATALIE’S LIVING ROOM, COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard is sitting on the coffee table, relaxed, looking at his polaroids. 


Natalie (WITHOUT BRUISES) bursts in through the front door, looking scared. 


LEONARD 

What’s wrong? 
NATALIE 

Somebody’s come. Already. 

LEONARD 
Who? 

NATALIE 
Muscle from LA. Calls himself Cobb. 

LEONARD 
What does he want? 

NATALIE 


Money. He thinks I have it. He thinks I took it. 


LEONARD 
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Did you? 

NATALIE 
No! 

LEONARD 
What’s this all about? 

Natalie looks at him bitterly. 

NATALIE 
You don’t know do you? You’re blissfully ignorant, aren’t you? 

LEONARD 
I have this condition- 

NATALIE 


I know about your fucking condition, Leonard! I probably know more about it than you do! 
You don’t have a fucking clue about anything else! 


LEONARD 
What happened? 


NATALIE 
What happened is that Jimmy went to meet a guy called Teddy and never came back. 
The guys in LA think I had something to do with it. I don’t know whether you know Teddy 
or how well- 


Leonard is getting frustrated. 


oa LEONARD 

Neither do I. 

NATALIE 
Don’t protect him. 

LEONARD 
I’m not. 

NATALIE 
Help me. 

LEONARD 


How? 
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NATALIE 

Get rid of Cobb for me. 
LEONARD 

What?! 

. NATALIE 

Kill him. I'll pay you. 
LEONARD 

What do think I am?! I’m not gonna kill someone for money. 
NATALIE 

What, then? Love? You’re gonna kill some guy, right? For your wife, right? 
LEONARD 

That’s different. 
NATALIE 

Not to me! I wasn’t fucking married to her! 

} , 

LEONARD 

Don’t talk about my wife. 
NATALIE 


I can talk about whoever the fuck I want! You won’t even remember what I say! I 
can tell you that your wife was a fucking whore and we can still be friends! 


Leonard stands up. 


a 38 LEONARD 
Calm down. 
NATALIE 
That’s easy for you to say! You can’t get scared, you don’t remember how, you fucking 
idiot! 
LEONARD 


Just take it easy, this isn’t my fault. 


NATALIE 
How do you know?! You don’t know a fucking thing! You can’t get scared, can you get 


angry?! 
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Leonard steps towards her. 


LEONARD 
Yes. 


NATALIE 
You pathetic piece of shit. I can say whatever the fuck I want and you won’t have 
a clue, you fucking retard. . i 


LEONARD 
Shut the fuck up! 


Natalie gets right in his face, grinning. - 


NATALIE 
I’m gonna use you, you stupid fuck. I’m telling you now because PIl enjoy it more 
if I know that you could stop me if you weren’t a freak. 


Leonard grabs his polaroids and finds the one of Natalie. He reaches into his pocket for a pen, but 
cannot find one. l 


NATALIE 
Lost your pen? That’s too bad, freak. Otherwise you could have written yourself a 
little note about how much Natalie hates your retarded guts. 


Leonard moves around the room searching for a pen. Natalie follows him, speaking into his ear. 


NATALIE 
No pens here, I’m afraid. You’re never going to know that I called you a retard, and your 
wife a whore. 


Leonard turns to face her, barely controlling his anger. 


LEONARD 
Don’t say another fucking word! 


NATALIE 
About your whore of a wife? 


Leonard SLAPS Natalie. She smiles, then speaks softly. 
NATALIE 


I read about your problem. You know what one of the causes of short term memory loss 
is? 
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Leonard fumes. 


NATALIE 
Venereal disease. Maybe your cunt of a wife sucked one too many diseased cocks and 
turned you into a retard. 


Leonard turns away, body tensed, ready to snap. Natalie reaches out to gently brush the hair above 
his ear with her fingers. 


NATALIE 
You sad freak, you won’t remember any of what I’ve said, and we’ll be best friends, or even 
lovers. 


Leonard spins around, BACKHANDING Natalie on the cheek. ~ 


LEONARD 
I don’t need a pen... 


He PUNCHES her in the temple. 


LEONARD 
it’ll be written all over your fucking face! 


He PUNCHES her in the mouth then pushes her to the floor. He stands over her, frustrated, angry 
at himself almost as much as her. 


Natalie gets to her feet, and goes to the door. She turns to Leonard. Her face is bloody but she 
smiles. 


NATALIE 
See you soon.. 


Natalie walks out the door. Leonard watches her walk out to her car and get in. She just sits there. 


Leonard turns from the window and looks around the room. He grabs his polaroids and flips 
through them. He looks back out the window. Natalie is still sitting in her car. 


Leonard’s breathing has returned to normal. He is calmer but agitated. He does not know what to 
do with himself. - 


Leonard looks out of the window to see Natalie getting out of her car. She turns to walk toward the 
house. Her face is swollen and bloody. 


Leonard opens the door for her. 
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LEONARD 
What happened? 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard lies on the bed, in jeans, topless. He reaches for the ringing phone with his left arm. As 
_his hand reaches the receiver, palm up, Leonard reads the tattoo on his inner arm which says: 


NEVER ANSWER THE PHONE 
Leonard strokes the raw tattoo as he lets the phone ring and ring. It stops. 


Leonard goes to the door, opens it and checks the number of the room. He goes back to the phone. 
He picks up a receiver, examines the buttons on the phone, then pushes one. 


LEONARD 
Front desk? 


Burt, right. Well, this is Mr. Shelby in room 33. 
Yeah, that’s the thing. I don’t want any calls. 
No, none at all, got it? 
Thanks. 
Leonard hangs up the phone. 
CUT TO: 
EXT., DAY: NATALIE’S HOUSE, COLOR SEQUENCE 
Leonard’s Jaguar pulls up. Leonard and Natalie (WITHOUT BRUISES) get out. 
INT., DAY: NATALIE’S LIVING ROOM 
Natalie leads Leonard in, self-conscious about her messy living room. 


NATALIE 
You can just crash out on the couch. You’ll be comfortable. 


Leonard nods and stands awkwardly. 
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NATALIE 
Uh, take a seat. 


Leonard smiles and sits down in a chair. Natalie clears things off the coffee table. 


NATALIE 
So how long you think it’s gonna take you? 


Leonard raises his eyebrows. 


NATALIE 

Oh, uh, yeah. You were telling me that you were looking for someone. 
LEONARD 

Depends on if he’s here in town. Or if he’s moved on. 
NATALIE 

Well, you’re welcome to stay here for a couple of days if it'll help. 
LEONARD 

Thank-you. 

Natalie watches him for a few moments. 

NATALIE 


I’ve got to get back for the evening shift, so make yourself at home, watch T.V., whatever. 
Just grab a blanket and pillow off the bed. I never need them all, anyway. 


Leonard nods. Natalie heads for the door. 


NATALIE 
Bye, then. 


LEONARD 
Oh, one thing. 


Natalie turns. Leonard snaps her picture with his polaroid camera as she turns to face him. He 
lowers the camera and smiles. 


LEONARD 
Something to remember you by. 
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Natalie smiles unconvincingly, perturbed, and exits. Leonard sits down on the couch and writes 
“Natalie” on the white strip under her photo as it develops into the blurred image of Natalie which 
we have seen before. He takes out his other polaroids, flipping through them. 

Leonard’s eyes are looking past the pictures as we: 


CUT TO FLASHBACK: 


INT., NIGHT: HALLWAY WITH WOODEN FLOORS AND HIGH CEILINGS, COLOR 
SEQUENCE. 


Moving towards a closed door, an ominous rumbling builds. 

INSERT QUICK CUTS: 

A glass bottle shatters against ceramic tiles. 

Flesh smacks against porcelain and tile. 

INT., NIGHT: HALLWAY 

A bare foot smacks into the door, throwing it open to reveal a bathroom. There are two figures 
struggling on the floor, one, in dark clothing, holding down the other, whose head is wrapped in 
the plastic shower curtain. 

Quick cuts of fast, trembling, shallow focus close-ups: 

A Woman’s face, wrapped in wet plastic, thrashing about, gasping to breathe. 

A MAN'S darkly clad back, a FLASH of METAL sticking out of his waistband. A baseball cap on 
- the head which turns. to look back at us over his shoulder. The face is covered by a dirty white 
cotton mask like that of a racing driver. 

E.C.U. of a gloved hand closing around a PISTOL sticking out of a waistband and pulling it out. 
A SHOT rings out as we: 

CUT BACK TO LEONARD IN NATALIE’S LIVING ROOM: 


Leonard opens his eyes as the sound of the shot dies away. 


LATER: 
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Leonard flips through the channels on the T.V. He gets up and switches it off. He sits back down 
on the couch and starts to examine his polaroids. 


Natalie enters, worried. 


LEONARD 
What’s wrong? 


NATALIE 
Somebody’s come. Already. 


CUT TO: 
INT., NIGHT: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard takes a check shirt out of the closet. There is a knock at the door. Leonard pulls on the 
shirt, goes to the door and opens it. Burt is standing there. 


BURT 
Leonard, it’s Burt, from the front desk. - 
LEONARD 
Yeah? 
BURT 
I know you said you didn’t want any calls- 
LEONARD 
That’s right I did, didn’t I? 
Se BURT 
Yeah, but there’s a call for you from this guy. He’s a cop. 
LEONARD 
A cop? 
BURT 


And he says you’re gonna wanna hear what he’s got to say. 


Leonard considers this. 


LEONARD 
Guess you'd better put him through. 
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CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: A BAR IN TOWN, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard sits at the bar looking through his polaroids. A toothless DRUNK with shaky hands sits 
a couple of stools down. Natalie (without bruises) is working behind the bar. 


As Leonard finishes his beer, Natalie tops up a tankard with beer and sets it in front of Leonard, 
smiling. . 


NATALIE 
On the house. 


l LEONARD 
Thanks. 


Natalie watches in fascination as Leonard drinks from the tankard. The Drunk is giggling. 


NATALIE 
You really do have a problem. 
Leonard looks at Natalie, hard. 
NATALIE 
Your condition, I mean. 
Leonard shrugs. 
LEONARD 
Nobody’s perfect. 
Natalie leans in, slave: 
NATALIE 
Can I ask you something? 
Leonard shrugs again. 
NATALIE 


What’s the last thing you remember? 
Leonard looks at her. | 


CUT TO FLASHBACK: 
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An extreme close up, from floor level, of a woman’s staring eyes seen through water-beaded, 
blood-spattered clear plastic. 


The eyes blink. 
BACK TO LEONARD IN BAR, COLOR SEQUENCE: 
Leonard stares through Natalie. 


LEONARD 
My wife. 


Natalie picks the tankard up from the bar. 


NATALIE 
Let me get you a fresh glass. I think this one was dusty. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard, in jeans and check shirt, stands over the phone, expectantly. It rings and he picks up the 
receiver and puts it to his ear. 


LEONARD 
Who is this? 


Only when I’m not expecting a call. 
Then I apologize. 
Have I told Joi about my condition, Officer? 
Okay, well, hang on a second. 

Leonard moves off the bed and looks around the room. 
No that’s great, but I need my notes. 


He glances at a hand drawn chart on the wall, with polaroids attached, then bends down to pick 
up a cardboard box from between the bed and the wall. 


Well, sir, that would certainly be in keeping with some of my own discoveries. 
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Yeah, well I’ve been hoping to get more on the drugs angle. That’s the most likely 
way of picking up his trail. 


Leonard pulls some papers out of his box and starts spreading them across the bed. 
The original police report peiin the drugs found in the car outside my house. 
No, it was stolen, but his prints were all over it, along with a load of his stuff. 

- Leonard smiles. 


They gave me a copy of the report. I had friends in the department. I dealt with the police 
a lot in my insurance job. 


No, I think they must have figured that if they weren't going to follow it up for 
themselves, then it couldn’t do any harm to let me try once I got out of hospital. 


Leonard pulls out a file. 
They weren't even looking. They weren't surprised at any of the stuff they found in the car, 
it just fit in with what they believed had happened, so they didn’t chase any of it up. Well, 
not properly. 


Leonard uncovers a sheet of paper headed: 


PSYCHIATRIC EVALUATION: 
SHELBY, LEONARD THOMAS 


LEONARD 
Yeah, of course I told them, it’s all here in the report, along with the psychiatrist ’s opinion 


of my statement. It’s amazing what a little brain damage can do to your credibility. 


I think the stuff in the car outside is the key, because it tells us all kinds of things about 
the type of person we're dealing with. . 


Exactly. Particularly the drugs. Too much for personal use, so he deals. 


So this Jimmy Grant of yours, his girlfriend deals for him at this bar called Tommy's where 
she works? 


And the rest goes down to LA. 


Leonard writes something down. 
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It would have to be a much bigger deal to get him to the bar in person. 
Even a big one? He never goes into the bar? 

CUT TO: 

INT., DUSK: JAGUAR PARKED ON MAIN ST., COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard sits at the wheel, contemplating a round piece of cardboard held in his hand. It is a beer 
mat with the name of a local bar: “TOMMY’S”. 


Leonard drops the beer mat and gets out of the car. 

EXT., DUSK: MAIN ST. 

Leonard walks up the street, stopping at a bar called Tommy’s. 

INT., DUSK: TOMMY’S BAR ON MAIN ST. 

Leonard enters and sits at the bar a couple of places down from a filthy, toothless Drunk. 


Leonard gets his pictures and notes out of his pocket and starts to looks through them. He does not 
look up as Natalie (without bruises) appears in front of him. 


NATALIE (O.S) 
What can I get you? 


‘Leonard glances at the empty glass in front of him. 


LEONARD 
Same again. . 


‘NATALIE (O.S.) 
You haven’t had anything yet. 


Leonard looks up at Natalie. She eyes him coldly as she clears away the glass. 


NATALIE 
That was the last guy’s. 


Leonard looks down at his pictures and notes. 


LEONARD 
Beer, please. 
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NATALIE 
What do you want? 
LEONARD 
A BEER, please. 
Natalie is annoyed. 
NATALIE 


You think you can just waltz in here dressed like that and order a beer? 
Leonard looks up, glances at the filthy old Drunk, then back at Natalie. 


LEONARD 
There’s a dress code? 


He looks back down at his pictures. 


l NATALIE 
Cut the shit. What are you here for? 


Leonard looks up again. 


LEONARD 
We seem to be involved in a misunderstanding. Have we met? 


Natalie shakes her head. 


LEONARD 
Right. I have this condition. I have no short-term memory. None at all. And that can cause 
a variety of misunderstandings. Or so I would imagine. 


NATALIE 
Just tell me what you want. 


LEONARD 
I really do just want a beer. 


Natalie draws him a beer and sets it down in front of him. 


NATALIE 
What are you doing here in town? 


LEONARD 
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I’m looking for someone. 


NATALIE 
Yeah, well you’ve found her, so let’s just- 


LEONARD 
A man. 
NATALIE 
What’s his name? 
Leonard smiles. 
LEONARD 
I forget. But I’ve got it written down somewhere. 
He sips his beer. 
NATALIE 
Tell me about your condition. 
LEONARD 


I just did. That’s it. I can’t make new memories. By the time we finish this conversation 
I won’t remember how it started, and the next time I see you I won’t know that I’ve 
ever met you before. 


Natalie laughs. 


NATALIE 
We get a lot of guys like you in here. 


Leonard does not find this funny. 


LEONARD 
Actually, chronic alcoholism is one cause of short-term memory loss. 


Natalie retreats down the bar, eyeing Leonard as he returns to his pictures and notes. 
LATER: 


Leonard hears a hocking sound and looks over to see the filthy Drunk spitting a blob of sticky 
phlegm into a tankard which Natalie is holding out across the bar. Natalie smiles. 


NATALIE 
Bar bet. 
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Leonard shakes his head and looks down. He hears a snort and glances over again. The Drunk is 
pushing his finger against one nostril, whilst blowing snot out the other into the tankard. Natalie 


smiles again. 


NATALIE 
For a lot of money. 


She approaches with the tankard. 


NATALIE 
. Care to contribute? 


Leonard shakes his head, disgusted. Natalie waves the tankard in his face. 


NATALIE 
Come on, proceeds are going to charity. 


Leonard drops a tidy blob of spit into the beer to get Natalie to take it away, Then, shaking his 
head, looks down at his notes. 


Natalie places the tankard on the bar in front of the stool next to Leonard’s. She takes a long- 
handled spoon and stirs it vigorously. She leaves it there. Leonard studies his notes. 


He finishes his beer. Natalie tops up the tankard with beer and places it in front of him. 


NATALIE 
On the house. 


LEONARD 
Thanks. 


Leonard raises the tankard to his lips. 

CUT TO: 

INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 

Leonard, in jeans and check shirt, is sitting on the bed, talking on the phone. 


LEONARD 
I’m not sure I’ve been to any of the bars. 


With my condition, drinking’s not exactly a favorite pastime. 





101 


So if Jimmy never goes into the bar how do they arrange the meets? 
Beer mats? 

CUT TO: 

EXT., DUSK: TATTOO PARLOR, COLOR SEQUENCE 


Leonard and Teddy exit and walk down the street, Leonard carrying a cardboard box. 


TEDDY 
Would you lie to yourself, to make yourself happy? 
LEONARD 
No. 
TEDDY 
Why not? The rest of us do. 
LEONARD 
Why do you care? 
TEDDY 
I’m trying to help. 
LEONARD 


No yow’re not. You want me out of here. You’re scared. 


TEDDY 
Of what? 


They stop at the J aguar. Leonard opens the driver’s side door. 


LEONARD 
I don’t know. But I must be close to finding out. 


INT., DUSK: THE JAGUAR, PARKED ON MAIN ST. 


Leonard puts the box behind the seats and starts looking around the car. Teddy sits in the passenger 
seat. 


TEDDY 
I don’t think you really want to find this guy, if he even exists. 
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LEONARD 
What do you mean? 


TEDDY 
Maybe you’re happier looking for him than if you found him. 


Leonard pulls out his polaroids, flipping through them until he finds the one of Teddy. He rests it 
face down on the steering wheel, takes out a pen and writes on the BLANK white strip on the back: 


DON’T BELIEVE HIS LIES 
Teddy cranes his neck and reads what Leonard has written. 


TEDDY 
What the fuck? What am I now, the joker in the pack? Come on, cross it out. 


LEONARD 
I have to protect myself against people like you. 


TEDDY 
People like what? 


LEONARD 
People who’ll lie to me for their own reasons. 


TEDDY 
Fine, so now you just read your fucking note and automatically disbelieve me? So I 
just tell you the truth and you’ll believe the lie. Yeah, great fucking system, Lenny. 


LEONARD 
Better than nothing. 
TEDDY 
Yeah, well I’m not lying. 
LEONARD 


Yes, you are. I don’t know what I’ve told you about myself or about what happened, but 
I can see it in your eyes that you’re trying to make me doubt myself. 


TEDDY 
You told me a lot of things, Lenny. I don’t know what to believe, but I do know that there’s 
no reason for you to stay in this town. 


LEONARD 
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There’s plenty of reasons. 
Leonard starts to look around the car. 


LEONARD 
` There’s you, for a start. 


Leonard opens the glove box. He finds a stack of beer mats. He shows them to Teddy. 


LEONARD 
And look at these. From a bar here in this town. 


Teddy grabs at the beer mats. They fall, and Teddy squirms around, collecting them. 


TEDDY 
These have nothing to do with you! 


. LEONARD 
So why are they in the glove compartment of my car?! 


TEDDY 
I’m trying to fucking help you! This girl who works there, she’s bad news, okay? 


LEONARD 
Not okay. What’s bad news? 
TEDDY . 
She’s involved with these guys, she deals drugs for them and stuff. 
LEONARD 
I wanna talk tọ her. 
TEDDY 


You can’t! She’s got nothing to do with you. Leave town, get on with your investigation, 
get lost. If you get involved with her she’ll try to take advantage of you. 


LEONARD 
And you’d know about that, would you, Teddy? 


Teddy says nothing. 


LEONARD 
What is she, an enemy of yours? You worried she’ll use me against you? 
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TEDDY 
She couldn’t. 
LEONARD 
Why not? l 
TEDDY 
She doesn’t know who I am. She thinks I’m just some schmuck. 
LEONARD 
Are you? 
Teddy grins. 
TEDDY 


Yeah. But I’m a schmuck who sees things, figures things out. People like her don’t pay any 
attention to people like me. I’ve even delivered her a few of those messages, but she still 
wouldn’t recognize me. She has no idea who I am. 


l LEONARD 
What messages? 


Teddy holds up the beer mats. 


TEDDY 
From her boyfriend. He’d write them on these, just numbers and initials, then get someone 
to drop it on the bar. I did it a couple of times, but she’s never noticed me, she doesn’t 
know who I am. I’m just another schmuck. But I’m a schmuck who took his chance 
for a piece of the action. 


LEONARD 
So what’s she. going to use me for? 


TEDDY 
To protect herself. - 
LEONARD 
From who? 
TEDDY 


Guys who’ll come after her. Guys who’ll want to know what happened. They’Il want to 
blame somebody. Maybe she’d try and make it you. 


Teddy opens the door and struggles out of the seat, holding the beer mats. 
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TEDDY 
Just leave. It’s got nothing to do with you. 


Teddy slams the door. Leonard watches him leave. He looks down at the passenger seat. Sitting 
there is a beer mat. He half-smiles as he picks it up and examines it. 


CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Leonard, in scruffy jeans and long-sleeved check shirt, sits hunched over the bedside table, making 
notes as he talks on the phone. 


LEONARD 
Why do I feel guilty? Because I don’t remember what I did to try and save her, but I know 
that it wasn’t enough. I have to know that I’ve done all I can. And I feel guilty about 
Sammy Jankis. About him and his wife. 
Leonard looks surprised. 
No, it’s not that I didn’t believe Sammy. I did believe him- that’s the whole point. 
Mrs. Jankis asked my honest opinion about Sammy's condition. 
INT., DAY: LEONARD’S OFFICE 
Mrs Jankis is seated across the desk from Leonard. She gets up to leave. Leonard just sits there. 
LEONARD(V.O.) . 
I told her that he was faking. She seemed satisfied, she just said “thanks” and got 
up to leave. I found out later that she went home and gave Sammy his final exam. 
INT., DAY: THE JANKIS HOUSE LIVING ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


Sammy sits watching T.V. commercials. Mrs Jankis watches him. 


MRS JANKIS 
Sammy, it’s time for my shot. 


Sammy looks up, smiling, glad to be able to help. He goes into the kitchen and comes back with 
a bottle of insulin, a syringe and a cotton swab. 


Sammy carefully prepares the injection and Mrs. Jankis offers him her arm. 
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LEONARD(V.O.) 
She knew he loved her, so she found a way to catch him out. 


Sammy injects the insulin, then withdraws the needle, smiles reassuringly at his wife and goes back 
into the kitchen. 


Mrs Jankis watches Sammy flipping through the channels, looking for commercials. 
She sets her watch back by fifteen minutes. 


MRS. JANKIS 
Sammy, it’s time for my shot. 


Sammy looks up, smiling, glad to be able to help. He goes into the kitchen and comes back with 
the bottle of insulin, the syringe and a new cotton swab. 


He carefully prepares the injection and Mrs. Jankis offers him her other arm. Sammy injects the 
insulin, then looks up at her and smiles. 


Sammy watches T.V. Mrs. Jankis sets her watch back by fifteen minutes. 


MRS. JANKIS 
Sammy, it’s time for my shot. 


Sammy looks over from the T.V., smiling, glad to be able to help. 
Mrs. Jankis offers Sammy her leg, and he gives her another shot of insulin, smiling. 


LEONARD (V.O.) — 
She a ouen she would call his bluff... 


Mrs. Jankis sets her watch back by fifteen minutes. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
.. or didn’t want to live with the things she’d put him through. 


Sammy injects her in the stomach. 
DISSOLVE TO: 


Mrs. Jankis unconscious in her chair. Sammy glances over from watching T.V. commercials, 
wondering. He goes to her and takes her hand, nudging her gently in the shoulder. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 





107 


She went into a coma and never recovered. 
Sammy grabs for the phone, dialing frantically. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Sammy couldn ’t understand or explain what had happened. 


Sammy strokes Mrs Jankis’s cheek, crying. 
INT., DAY: CROWDED DAY ROOM OF A NURSING HOME. 


Sammy sits watching other patients and nursing staff pass by. He looks at each one with a fresh 
look of expectant recognition. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
He’s been in a home ever since. He doesn’t even know his wife is dead. 


BACK TO LEONARD IN MOTEL ROOM. 


LEONARD 
That day Mrs. Jankis had come to see me, I thought she was planning to appeal the 
company’s decision. I knew people and I knew their eyes. I thought she was trying to catch 
me off guard so I didn’t tell her what I really thought. Whatever I could get the doctors 
to say in court, I knew Sammy wasn’t faking. And if I’d realized that she wasn’t after 
money, if I’d just been honest with her, then maybe things would have turned out 
differently. 


Leonard gets out a pen and writes on a FILE CARD: 
GET TATTOO: REMEMBER SAMMY JANKIS 
Oo _ LEONARD 
I have to remind myself about Sammy. Not just to understand my condition. So that I'll 
remember that I’m not always right about people, and that errors of trust can be fatal. 
CUT TO: 
INT., DAY: TATTOO PARLOR, COLOR SEQUENCE. 
Extreme close-up of the tattooing needle finishing a neat and simple “R”. 
Wider shows us Leonard sitting with his suit trousers around his ankles in a curtained cubicle. Next 


to him on the floor is his cardboard box of notes and papers. The Fat Woman is tattooing his thigh, 
Leonard is reading a file, fascinated. 
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The curtain is thrust open and Teddy pokes his head in. 


r; TEDDY 
Hi, Lenny. 


The Fat Woman turns and looks up at Teddy. 


FAT WOMAN 
It’s private back here. 


Teddy steps in. 


TEDDY 
It’s alright, we know eachother, right, Lenny? 


The Fat Woman looks to Leonard. Leonard shrugs. 
LEONARD 
How’d you know I was in here? 


TEDDY 
The Jaguar’s out front. You didn’t even bother to put it around the back. 


Teddy cranes his neck to see what the tattoo says, but there is only the letters “RE” visible. 


TEDDY 
You should have just left town, Lenny. There’s Tattoo parlors up North. 


LEONARD 
Guess I wanted to get something down before it slipped my mind. 


The tattoo needle buzzes as the Fat Woman makes a start on the next letter: an “M” 


LEONARD 
You seem eager to get rid of me. 
TEDDY 
I am. 
LEONARD 


Afraid of what I might find out about you? 


TEDDY 
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Just protecting you from yourself. 


LEONARD 
Thanks. 


TEDDY 
You don’t actually remember how your wife was killed? 


The Fat Woman looks up for a second, then goes back to work 


LEONARD 
I remember some of it. And I’ve got plenty of information in my files. 


TEDDY 
Maybe you don’t want to remember. 


LEONARD 
Of course I don’t want to remember. 


TEDDY 
Maybe you wanted to set yourself a puzzle you can’t solve. 


LEONARD 
Why would I do that? 


TEDDY 
Guilt. To make you feel like you’re doing something to make up for what you didn’t 


do when your wife was attacked. 


Teddy stares at Leonard, deadpan. 


TEDDY 
Or what you did do. 
LEONARD 
You think I killed my wife, Teddy? Is that what you’re trying to say? 
TEDDY 
If you’ ve got all this great information on John G., how come the police haven’t picked him 
up? 
LEONARD 


Because they’re not looking for him. 
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TEDDY 
Why not? 
LEONARD 
They don’t think he exists. 
Teddy looks confused. 
LEONARD 


I told them what I remembered. I was asleep, something woke me up... 
CUT TO FLASHBACK, COLOR SEQUENCE. 
INT., NIGHT: A BEDROOM 


Leonard opens his eyes. He slides his hand over to the empty space on the bed beside him, feeling 
the sheet. 


LEONARD (V.O.) 
Her side of the bed was cold. She’d been out of bed for a while. 


Leonard sits up in bed, listening. 


LEONARD 
I used to keep a gun in the house. Thought I might need it for work. 


Leonard takes a gun down from the top of the bedroom closet, then quietly makes his way into the 
corridor. 


INT., NIGHT: HALLWAY WITH WOODEN FLOORS AND HIGH CEILINGS 


We move down the hall towards a large open windows, curtains gently moving in the breeze. An 
ominous rumbling builds as we turn right towards a closed door. 


INSERT QUICK CUTS: 

Extreme close ups: 

A glass bottle smashes against ceramic tiles. 
A mizror smashes. 


Flesh hits tiled floor. 
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BACK TO HALLWAY: 
A bare foot KICKS the door open, revealing two figures struggling on the floor of a bathroom. 
Close up of a woman’s face, wrapped in the wet clear plastic shower curtain, struggling to breathe. 


Close up of a baseball cap-covered head turning to reveal a face covered by a dirty white cotton 
mask. 


Close up of a gloved hand drawing a PISTOL from the back of a waistband. 


A SHOT rings out and the white cotton mask is BLOWN into red, the man falling off the 
struggling woman. 


Suddenly, there is a huge dull THUD, and we cut to an extreme close up of a woman’s staring eyes, 
seen through water-beaded, blood-spattered clear plastic. 


The eyes blink and we fade up to white. 
FADE DOWN FROM WHITE TO: 
INT., DAY: TATTOO PARLOR 
Leonard looks at Teddy. 


LEONARD 

According to the doctor’s report, I was struck from behind by a blunt instrument. From 
what I remember, that means there had to be a second man. But the police didn’t believe 
me. They found a sap with my blood on it in the dead man’s hand, and they only found 
my gun. Their first reaction was that I was confused. Their second reaction was that 
I might be involved. I might have paid this guy to kill my wife for the insurance money, 
then tried to double cross him on the night. They looked into it, but found no connection 
between me and the dead man, so they closed the case. 


TEDDY 
How did they explain your memories? The gun and stuff? 


LEONARD 
Various doctors examined me. Obviously my memory wasn’t functioning normally 
anymore, and one of them decided that I might have invented the extra details because 
I couldn’t accept things the way they were: that my wife had been the victim of a random 
break-in which turned into rape and then murder. He thought that I subconsciously invented 
John G. to allow myself the possibility of revenge, to give myself a sense of purpose, and 
to alleviate the guilt which I felt. 
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TEDDY 
Guilt? 
LEONARD 
They had masks on. If I hadn’t woken up, if I hadn’t had a gun, they might not have killed 
her. 
TEDDY 
Did you invent John G? 
LEONARD 


No. I know what happened. When I came into the bathroom I didn’t threaten the guy. I shot 
him from across the room because I saw him go for his gun. They never found his gun. 


Leonard closes the file on his lap and drops it into his box. He looks down at his thigh. The Fat 
Woman has just finished the letter “K”. 


LEONARD 

I don’t blame the police, John G. was clever. He took the dead man’s gun, put the sap that 
he’d hit me with in his hand, left my gun and left the getaway car. He gave the police a 
complete package. They didn’t need to look for anyone else. I was the only guy who 
disagreed with the facts, and I had brain damage. 

The buzzing of the tattoo needle stops. Leonard looks down at his thigh. It says: 
REMEMBER SAMMY JANKIS 

EXT., DUSK: TATTOO PARLOR 


Leonard and Teddy exit the parlor and walk down the street, Leonard carrying his cardboard box. 


TEDDY 
Would you lie to yourself to be happy? 
LEONARD 
No. 
CUT TO: 


INT., DAY: MOTEL ROOM, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE. 


Leonard, in scruffy jeans and long-sleeved plaid shirt, lies on the bed, examining the FILE CARD 
which says: 
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REMEMBER SAMMY JANKIS 
The phone rings and Leonard looks at it, confused, trying to orient himself. He lifts the receiver. 


LEONARD 
Who is this? 


You're downstairs now? 
What do you look like? 
I'll be right down. 


Leonard hangs up the phone, grabs a wind breaker and puts it on. He grabs his polaroid camera 
and puts it over his shoulder. 


EXT., DAY: VALUE INN, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE. 
Leonard exits room 33 and heads to the Motel office. 
INT., DAY: VALUE INN OFFICE, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 


The bell chimes as Leonard enters. Burt is behind the counter. He nods toward a MAN standing 
by the free coffee. The Man turns around. It is Teddy, with a big grin. 


TEDDY 
Lenny! 


Leonard smiles cautiously, and offers his hand. — 


Stee, i LEONARD 
Officer Gambol. 
EXT., DAY: VALUE INN, BLACK AND WHITE SEQUENCE 
Teddy exits the office, followed by Leonard, and walks up to his grey sedan. 


LEONARD 
Let’s take mine. 


TEDDY 
This is yours. 


Leonard hold up a polaroid of a PICKUP TRUCK. 
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LEONARD 
You shouldn't make fun of someone’s handicap. 


TEDDY 
Just trying to have a little fun. 


Teddy grins and walks over to a pickup truck several spaces along. He turns around to find 
Leonard pointing his camera at him. Teddy grins. Leonard snaps the picture. 


LEONARD 
Something to remember you by. 


Leonard lowers the camera and takes out a pen, resting the picture against the truck, about to 
write on the white strip beneath the developing picture. 


LEONARD 
I’m sorry- is it Officer, or Lieutenant Gambol? 


Teddy coughs and looks at the picture. 


TEDDY . 
God, do I really look like that? Just Teddy, Teddy Gambol. 


~ Leonard raises his eyebrows. 


TEDDY 
Retired. Leonard, here’s directions to the place. 


Teddy pulls a note out of his pocket and hands it to Leonard. 


op Lee TEDDY 
He should be there by the time you arrive. 


LEONARD 
You're not coming? 


TEDDY 
Wouldn't really be appropriate, would it? 


Leonard shrugs and gets into the driver’s seat of the pickup truck. He starts the engine. 


TEDDY 
Leonard. 
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Leonard looks out the window at Teddy. 


TEDDY 
Make him beg. 


Leonard pulls out of the parking lot. 

INT./EXT., DAY: PICKUP TRUCK ON WINDING COASTAL ROAD. 

` ‘The pickup truck speeds along. Leonard consults the note from Teddy then turns inland. 
EXT., DAY: THE DERELICT HOUSE. | 


The pickup truck pulls up in front of the large abandoned house by the railroad tracks. One side 
of the house has collapsed. 


Leonard gets out of the pickup, looking around. 

He heads into the house, walking down the dimly-lit, decaying former hallway, treading carefully 
on the rotten floorboards. He notices a door at the end of the hallway. He opens the door to see 
that it leads down to the basement. 


Leonard hears a car approaching. He slips into the kitchen and looks out the front window. 


The Jaguar is approaching fast, kicking up dust. It parks next to the pickup truck and the driver 
gets out. 


He is a YOUNG MAN (30’s), smartly dressed, wearing sunglasses. He looks into the truck then at 
the house. 


Leonard steps back into the shadows of the crumbling kitchen. The Young Man approaches the 
doorway and removes his sunglasses, peering into the dark hallway. 


YOUNG MAN 
Teddy?! 


Leonard steps out of the kitchen into the hallway. 


YOUNG MAN 
You Teddy? 


LEONARD 
You Jimmy? 
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JIMMY nods. 
LEONARD 
Jimmy Grant? 
Jimmy smirks. 
JIMMY 


Expecting any other Jimmy's out here? 


Leonard approaches steps out of the gloom, stopping a couple of. feer short of Jimmy, studying his 
face. Leonard has a JACK HANDLE in his hand. 


JIMMY 
Well? 


FLASHBACK TO: 
_ A bathroom door SPLINTERS open to reveal two figures struggling on the floor. 
BACK TO THE DERELICT HOUSE 
Leonard HITS Jimmy around the side of the head with the jack handle. 
Jimmy goes down hard but STRUGGLES as Leonard pulls him deeper into the dark hallway. 


Leonard holds Jimmy by the face. 


LEONARD 
Beg forgiveness. 
JIMMY 
For what?! 
LEONARD 
For what you did to my wife. 
JIMMY 


I didn’t do- 
Leonard CRACKS Jimmy’s cheekbone with the jack handle. Jimmy screams. 


JIMMY 
Forgive me! Fucking forgive me, please! 
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Leonard, furious, looks down at Jimmy. 
FLASHBACK TO: 


A woman’s head, wrapped in a water-beaded clear plastic shower curtain, thrashing around, 
gasping for breath. A mirror SHATTERS. 


BACK TO DERELICT HOUSE: 


Leonard takes a large backswing and brings the jack handle down HARD on Jimmy’s skull, then 
repeats the action twice, harder, until he is confident that Jimmy is dead. 


Leonard is breathing hard as he stands up, dropping the jack handle. He nods to himself with 
satisfaction as he lifis his camera to his face and snaps a flash picture of Jimmy’s body. 


Leonard stares intently at the polaroid as it begins to develop. 

We see the picture appear INCOLOR. 

INT., DAY: DERELICT HOUSE, COLOR SEQUENCE 

Leonard stands above Jimmy’s body, examining the picture he has just taken. 


TEDDY(O.S.) 
Happy now? 


Leonard spins around to see Teddy framed in the doorway against the bright daylight. 
Teddy moves towards him, looking with disgusted fascination at the Jimmy’s body. 


ee wee TEDDY 
Jesus Christ. You did it. I can’t believe you really did it. 


Leonard reaches down and grabs the body’s legs. Teddy reaches down and rifles Jimmy’s jacket 
pockets, taking out his car keys. 


LEONARD 
Grab his arms. 


TEDDY 
No fucking way! 


Leonard looks at Teddy with contempt as he drags Jimmy’s body back towards the basement. He 
opens the door and backs downwards into the darkness, pulling the body behind him. We see 


118 


Jimmy disappear into the black doorway, then hear his head bumping down the stairs. Teddy turns 
in disgust and heads outside. i 


EXT., DAY: THE DERELICT HOUSE, COLOR SEQUENCE. 


Leonard emerges, and in the bright daylight we see that there are splatters of blood across his check 
shirt and jeans. Teddy is searching the Jaguar’s trunk. 


TEDDY 
FUCK! 
LEONARD 
What? 
TEDDY 
It’s not here. 
LEONARD 


What? 


Teddy pulls a leather suit bag out of the trunk. He unzips it and looks inside. He pulls out a biege 
suit. He hands it to Leonard and dumps the bag back into the trunk. 


TEDDY 
Put that on. 


Leonard looks down at his blood-stained clothing. He starts to remove it, revealing his tattooed 
body. 


TEDDY 
He didn’t bring any money. Double-crossing son of a bitch. 


Teddy is pulling clothes out of a leather overnight bag. He hands Leonard a blue shirt. 


LEONARD 
What are you looking for? 


TEDDY 
He was supposed to be bringing five hundred grand. 


Leonard has the trousers on. He pauses to wipe spots of blood from his face using his check shirt. 


LEONARD 
For what? 
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TEDDY 
For a load of amphetamine I told him I had. 


Leonard freezes as he puts on the blue shirt. 


LEONARD 
This is a drug deal? A fucking drug deal?! 
TEDDY 
That, and your thing. 
LEONARD 


You’ve been using me? 


Teddy lifts up the lining of the trunk to find bundles of money. Teddy’s eyes light up as he pulls 
a bundle out. 


TEDDY 
There you are! 
Leonard springs forward and grabs Teddy. 
LEONARD 
You’ve been using me! 
Teddy looks at him, offended. 
TEDDY 
No! 
Leonard lets him go. . 
TEDDY 


You get half. After all, you did the dirty- 
Leonard throws Teddy to the ground. 


LEONARD 
Was that James G.?! 


Teddy looks up at Leonard. 


TEDDY 
His name is James F. Grant. 
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LEONARD 
Did he kill my wife?! 
TEDDY 
You’re the detective, Lenny. 
LEONARD 
So are you! Or so you told me! 
Teddy smiles. 
TEDDY 


Yeah, well you stopped taking my calls. 


LEONARD 
The guy at the front desk, Burt, he told me you were a policeman. 
TEDDY 
He works for me. 
LEONARD 
He’s a cop? 
Teddy chuckles. 
TEDDY 


No, he runs the front desk. I’m not a cop, I own the motel. Burt lets me know when 
interesting guests turn up. You became interesting as soon as you took a picture of the 
outside of that dump. 


. Leonard kicks him in the chest, hard. 


TEDDY 
Fuck, Leonard! Jimmy might be the guy! He fits your facts! 
Teddy grins. 
TEDDY 
Mind you, so do a lot of guys. 
LEONARD 


What do you mean? 


TEDDY 
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You know how many towns like this one there are between San Francisco and L.A.? 
How many guys living in them called James G.? Or John G.? Shit, Leonard, I’m a John G. 


LEONARD 
Your name’s Teddy. 


TEDDY 
Only for the purpose of drug transactions. 


Leonard looks confused. Teddy chuckles. 


TEDDY 
Edward is my middle name. I’m John Edward Gambol. See, there’s plenty of John 
G.’s. Your facts seem a little vague. Maybe on purpose. Maybe you set yourself a puzzle 
you couldn’t ever solve. 


LEONARD 
What are you saying? 
TEDDY 
What I’m saying is: would you lie to yourself to be happy? 
LEONARD 
No. 
TEDDY 
Fine. Then don’t worry about it. 
LEONARD 
Have I killed the right man?! 
TEDDY 


Probably. But he’s a scumbag, anyway. 
Leonard kicks Teddy again. 


TEDDY 
He probably is the guy! I just figured we could make a little money on the side! 


Leonard bends down and picks Teddy up by the collar. 
LEONARD 


Yeah, well you overlooked the fact that I’d kill you when I found out that you used me, you 
fuck. 
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Teddy grins. 
TEDDY 
_ You're not a killer, Lenny. 
LEONARD 
Tell that to James Grant. 
TEDDY 
That’s the only guy you’d kill. And with good reason. 
LEONARD 
If he’s the right guy! 
TEDDY 


Didn’t it feel right when you did it? Didn’t it make you happy? 


Leonard stands up. He looks over to the house, then turns back to Teddy, who looks up at him with 
a crafty half-smile. 


TEDDY 
You still remember why you’re mad at me? 


LEONARD 
I’m still thinking about killing you. 


Teddy climbs to his feet and starts grabbing bundles of money out of the trunk of the Jaguar. 


TEDDY 
Yeah, well, just give it a minute. That’s the beauty of our friendship, Lenny: we can have 
these little disagreements, but go back to being friends. You’re a very forgiving person. 
And yow’re not a killer? 


LEONARD 
What makes you so sure? 


TEDDY 
You’ve been at my motel for a week, Lenny. I’m a good listener, and you love to talk 
about yourself. You love to prove how much you can still remember. We’ve talked plenty. 


Leonard punches him in the stomach. Teddy goes down again. Leonard reaches into the trunk for 
the rest of the money. He dumps it on Teddy. 


LEONARD 
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Keys! 
TEDDY . 
I hope you’re not planning on driving through town in a dead drug dealer’s car. Do us both 
a favor and- 
LEONARD 
KEYS! 


Teddy offers him the keys to the Jaguar. Leonard grabs them and heads to his pickup truck. 


Leonard grabs a cardboard box out of the passenger side of his pickup truck, carries it to the Jaguar 
and gets in. 


INT., DAY: JAGUAR 


Leonard starts the engine and violently spins the wheels as he pulls back. Teddy is on the ground 
in front of him, looking up, scared. Leonard stares at him thinking, revving the engine. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
I’m not a killer. Right now I’d like to be. 


Frustrated, Leonard throws the car into reverse and spins the car around to face the railroad 
crossing. 


Teddy’s grey sedan is parked this side of the crossing. 


Leonard looks at the sedan, then looks in the rear-view mirror at Teddy. Teddy is crawling around 
in the dirt picking up bundles of money. 


Leonard digs into his box for a piece of cardboard which has written on it: 
THE ESTABLISHED FACTS: 
1. WHITE MALE 
2. FIRST NAME JOHN OR JAMES 
3. FIRST LETTER OF LAST NAME IS G 
4. INVOLVED WITH DRUGS 


Leonard looks back through his rear view mirror to see Teddy scrabbling for his money. 


: LEONARD(V.O.) 
You’re a John G.? Fine, then you can be my John G.. 
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Leonard takes his pen and adds: 
6. CAR LICENSE NUMBER 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
Would I lie to myself to be happy? 


Leonard looks up at Teddy’s sedan and copies down the license number: 
6. CAR LICENSE NUMBER SG13 7NU 


l LEONARD(V.O.) 
In your case, Teddy... yes, I will. 


Leonard smiles to himself as he puts the piece of cardboard back into the box. He looks up into the 
rear-view mirror to see Teddy approaching. 


Teddy comes up to the driver’s side window. He holds up the polaroid photograph of Jimmy 
Grant’s body. 


TEDDY 
Don’t forget your souvenir. 


Leonard looks at the photo, then looks at Teddy. 


LEONARD 
Keep it. 


INT/EXT., DAY: THE JAGUAR ON THE WINDING COASTAL ROAD 

The Jaguar cruises along. Leonard pulls out a FILE CARD and sticks it on the dash. It says: 
GET TATTOO: REMEMBER SAMMY JANKIS 

Leonard concentrates on his driving. 


LEONARD(V.O.) 
We all need mirrors to remind ourselves who we are. I’m no different. 


The Jaguar takes a turning and heads inland back towards the town. 


FADE OUT. CREDITS. END. 
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